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ACTVS PRIMV 


Emter the Ghaſt of «Anarea,and With him Rewenze. 


WY 


For there in 


By dutcous 


Il ſubſtance of my ſoule, 
C/{ Did live imprifond in my wantonfleſh: 
nRion ſerving others neede, 
{IN 1 was a Courtier in the Spaniſh Court, 
Ee My name was Den eAndrea, my diſcent 
T hough not ignoble,yer inferiour farre 
To gratious fortunes of my tender youth: 
ime and pride of all my yceres, 
uice and deſeruing loue, 
In ſecrcr I poſſeſt a worthy dame, 
Which hight {weete Bel.mperia by name. 
Bur in the hatteſt of my ſoramer ioyes, 
Deathes winter nipt the bloſſomes of my bliſſe, 
Forcing divorce betwixt my loue and ine. 
For in the late confli&t with Portingale, - 
My valour dreiy me into dangers mouth, 
Till life to death made paſſagethrough my woundes, 
When I was ſlaine,my ſoule deſcended ſtraight, 
To paſle the flowing Rreame of Acheron: 
But churliſh Charon onelic boatman there, 
Said rhat my rites of buriall not performde, 
I might not fit amongelt his paſſengers, 
Ere S-{ had ſlept three nights in T heres Jap, 
And {lake his ſmoakingChariot in her floud; 
By Den Horatio our knight Marſhals fonne, 

My funerals and abſequies wete done. 

'Then was the Ferciman 07 


£=>£ Hen this eterna 


hell content, 


The Spaniſh Trazedie. 
Topaſle mc ouer to the ſlimie frond, 
T hat leades to fell Anerzus ouglic waues! 
There pleaſing Cerberus with homed ſpeech, 
I paſt the perils of the formolt porch, 
Not farrc from hence amidſt tcn thouſand ſoules, 
Sate Ninos, Encus, and Rhadamant: | 
To whom no ſooner gan 1make approch, 
To crauc a patport for my wandring Ghoſts 
But Mines in grauen leaues of Loterie, 
Dreiv forth the maner of my life and death. 
This knight (quoth he) both liu'd and died in loues 
And tor his loue tried fortune of the warres, | 
And by warres fortune loſt both loue and lite, 
Why then ſaid Eacns, conucy him hence, 
To walke with louers in our fieldes of loue 
And ſpend the courſe of cuerlalting time, 
Vndergtcene mirtle trees and Cypers ſhades, 
No,no, laid Rhadamazt, it were not well, 
With louing foules co place a Martialiſt, 
He died in watre,and mult co Martiall fieldes: 
Where wounded Hetor liues in laſting paine, 
And Achilles mermedons to ſcoure the plaine. 
Then Mmos mildeſt ccnlor of the three, f 
Made this denice to end the difference. 
Send him (quoth he ) co our infernall kings 
To dome him as beſt ſcemes his maieltie; 
To this cfte& my palport ſlraight wasdrawne. 
In keeping on my way roPlutos Court, 
T hrough dreadful! ſhades of cuer gloming nights 
I ſay more fights then thouſand rongues can tell, 
Or pennes can write,or mortal hearts can thinke. * 
Thice waics there were,that on the right hand ſide, 
Was readic waie y:1to theforclaid fields, 
Wacrelouers luc, and bloudie Martialilts, 
Bur either ſort containd within his bounds, 
4 he fetr hand path declining fearetullie, 


Was rcadic downetall ro the deepeſt hell, 


Where 


: The Shanils Tragedie: 
Where bloudy furies ſhakes'their whips of ſleele, 
And poore [x:oftturnesan endles whieele, | 
| Where V2urers are choakt with OO gold, 


And wantons are imbraſte with ovuglic {nakes; 


And murderers greeue with euerkilling wounds, | - 
And periurde wightes ſcalded in boiling lead, _ 
And all ſoule finnes with torments ouerwhelimn 
T wixt theſe two waics, I trod the middle path, 
Which brought me to the faire Eliziangreene, | 
In mid(t whereofthere ſtandes a ſtately rtowre, 
The walles of braſſe, the gates of Adamant., 
Heere finding Pluto with his Proferpine, Fea 
I ſhewcd my paſport humbled on my knee, 
Wherear faire Proſerpine beganto ſmile, 
And begd that onely ſhe might giue my doome? 
Pluto was pleaſd an1 ſealdent witha kill. 
Forch with (Rexenze)ſhe rounded thee inth*care, 
And bad thee lead me through the gars of Horrors 
Where dreames haue paſſage in the ſilentnight, 
No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke but we were here, 
I wot not how,in twinkling of an eye;. _ 
| Renenges 
'T Hen know Andreathat thou artarived, 
© Where thou ſhaleſee the author of thy deaths 
Don Balthazar the Prince of Pottingale, 
Depriv'd of life by Bel-imperia: 


Heere fit we downetoſee themiſterie, 
And ſcrue for Choras in this tragedic js | 
. Emer _ King,Generall, (aſtile Flieronimo, 
N 9wiay LRpEhon fares our Campe? | 
en, All well my {oueraigne Licge,except ſome few} ' 
| Thacaredeceaſtby Cote ofhe watre. v0 ty 
Kmg. But what portendes thy cheerefull countenance; 
And poſting to our preſence thusin haſt? | z 
Opeake Ian, hath fortunc given vs yiſtorie? \ 
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o 


Viderie my Licge, and thatwith ligele loſſes... 


7g. Our Portingals will paie vs 


\* n.. y ISVS ret 
n." Tribute and wonted homage there withall, 


' From whole faire influence ſuch iultice flowes, INTE 
|; ſt, O multum dulefte Deo, tibinulitat ether, -þ 
Et copmrate curuato poglito gertes TONS 


« Then bleſt beheauen,aud guide of the heauens, y 


= 


Succumbun ireft: ſoror eft oittoria inris. . % | 
King. Thankes to.my louing brother of Caſtile. - 

'But Gencrall, yofo!d in Creek diſcourſe, 

Your forme of battell and your warres ſuccelle, 

 Thatadding all the pleaſure of thy newes, 

Vato the hight of former happines, : 

With deeper wage and greater dignitie, 

We may reward thy blisfull chivalric. 
Gen. Where Spaine and Portingale do ioynely knie 

T heir frontiers, leaning on each 77 ah bound: 

There met our armies in their proud aray, _ 

Both furniſhe well, both full of hopeand fearez | 

Both menacing a like with daring ſhowes, 

Both yaunting ſundrie colours of deuice, 

Both cheerly Pobding rrumpets,drummes and fifcs, 

Both raiſing dreadfull clamors to the sKie, 

T hat valleis, hils,and' rivers made rebound, 

And heauenir ſelfe was frighted with the ſound. 

Oar battels both were pircht in ſquadron forme, 

Each corner ſtrongly tenſt with wings of ſhot, -. 

But erewe ioyndand cameto puſh of Pike, 

I brought a ſquadron of our readieſt ſhot, 

From out our reareward to begin the fight, 

They brought another wing to encounter ys! 

Meane while our ordinance plaied on either fide, 

And Captaines ſtroveto haye their valours tride. 

Don Pegrothcir chiefe ho:ſemens Colonel!; 

Did with his Cornet brauely make attempt, 

To breake the order of our battell cankes, +4 0h 

* But Don Rogero worthy man of warce, * © ' Martcht 


\ 
' 
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' The Spaniſh Tragete, = 
Mardi forth againſt him with our musketires, 
And ſtopt the malice of his fell approch. 
While they maiaraine hot skirnuſh too and fro, _ 
Both batrailes ioyne and fall to handieblowes. _ 
Their violent ſhot reſembling ch'oceans rage, 
When roaring loudeand with a ſwelling tide, 
It beates ypon therampiers of ax, 26h 
And gapes to fivallow neighbour bounding landes. 
Now while Zelbnarageth heereand there, 
Thicke ftormes of bullets ranne like winters haile, 
And lhiuered Launces darkt the troubled aire. 

. Pedepes & Cuſpide cuſps, | 

Anni ſonant annis,vir petitrque viro, 

On euery ſide drop Captaines tothe ground, 
And ſouldiers ſome ill maimde, ſome ſlaine outright }. 
Heerefalles a body ſcindered from his head, 
Therelegges and armes lie bleeding onthe grafle, 
Mingled with weapons and ynbowed ſteedes; = 
T har ſcattering oucr ſpread the purple plaine, = 
In all this tuemoyle three long houres and more, 
The viQorieto neither part inclinde, 
Till Dou Andrea with his braue Launciers, 
In their maine battelllmade ſo great a breach, 
That halfediſmaide,the multitude retirdes 
But Balthazar the Portingales young Prince, 
Brought reſcue, and encouragdethem to ſtay* 
 Heerc-hencethe fight was eagerly renewd, 
And in that conflict was eAnareaſlaine. 
Braue man atarmes,but weake to Balthazar, 
Yer while the Paioce inſulting over him, 
Breathd out proude yauntes, ſounding to ourreproch, 
Friendſhip ana hardie yalour ioyndin one — 
 Pricktfoorth Horatio our Knight-marſhals ſonne, 
Tochallenge forth that Prince in ſingle fightz 
Not long betweene theſe twaine the fight indurde, 
Bur ſtraight the Prince was beaten from his hoxſe, | 
And forcltto yeelde him priſoner to his foes © 


The Spaniſh Tragedr. 
When he was taken,all the ret they fled, _ 
And our Carbines purſued them tothe death, 
Till Phoebus wauing to the weſterne deepe, 
Our trumpeters were chargde co ſound retreat. 

King. Thankes good L. Gencrall for theſe good newes, 
And for lome argument of more to come, 

T ake this and weare it for thy ſoueraignes ſake. 
Giues him his chaine. 
But tell me now, haſt thou confirmd a peace?. - 
Gen. No peace my Liege, but peaceconditionalh, | 
T hart if with homage tribute be well paid, 
T he furie of your forces will be {taide, 
And to this peace their Viceroy hath ſubſcribde. 

| Grue the K. a papers 

And made a ſolemne vow that duting life, 
His tribute ſhalbetrucly paid to Spaine, | 
King, T heſe words, theſe deedes, become thy perion wel, 
But now knight marſhall frolike with the king, 
For tis thy Sonne that winnes that batrels prize. 
Hiero.Long may he live to ſerue my ſoueraigne liege, 
And foone decay valcſlc he ſerue my licge. | 
; AT rumpet a ſarre off. 
| King, Nor thou hor he ſhall die without reward, 

What imecanes this warning of this trumpets ſound? 
Gen. This tels mechiat your graces men of warte, 
Such as warres fortune hath reſeru'd from death, 
Come marching on towardes your royall ſcare, 
Toſhow themſelues before your Maieſtie, 
For fo I gaucin charge at my depart. 

. Whereby by demdnſtration ſhall appeare, 
That all(except three hundred or few more) 
Are ſafe returnd andby their ſoesinrichr. 
T he Armiu enters, Balthazar betweene Lorenxe 
ard Fioratio captine. 
King. Agladſome fight, [ long to ſee them heere. 
ES T hey enter and paſſe by. 
Was 


— 
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was that the warlike Prince of Portingale,; 
That by our nephew was intriumph led; 
Gen. It was my Liege,the Prince of Portingale- 

8, But what was he that on the other fide, 
Helde him by th*arme as partner of the prize? 
Hiero. That was my Sonne my gratious Soucraigne,. 
Of whom,though from his tender infancic, 

My loving thoughtes did never hope but well: . 


| Henever pleald his fathers eyes till now, 


Nor fild my hart with over cloying ioyes. BY 
King, Goelet them march once moxe about theſe yalles, 

T har {taying them we may conferre and talke, | 

With our braue priſoner and his double guard. 

Hieronimo, it greatly plealcth vs, | 

T hat in our viorie thou haue a ſhare, 

By vertue of thy worthy Sonnes exploit, 

Bring hither the young Prince of Portingale, . 

The reſt march on; but ere they be diſmilt, 

We will beſtow on euery ſouldier two Duckets, 

And on cuery Leader ten,that they may know 

Our largeſſe welcomes them,. 


Enter aganits 


Welcome Don Balthazar,welcome Nephew, 


And thou Horatio thou art welcome to : 
Young Prince,although thy fathers hard miſdeedes, 


In keeping backe the tribute that he owes, 
Deſerve but euill meaſure at our handes: 


Yet ſhale thou know thatSpaine is honourable. 


Balt. Thetreſpaſſe that my father made in peace, 
Is now controlde by fortune of the warresz 
And cardes once dealt,it boots not aske why fo, . 
His men are ſJayne,a weakening to his Realme, 
His colours ceazd,a blot vnto his name, . 

His Sonne diftreſt,a corſiue to his hart, 
Theſe puniſhmentes may cleare hisJate offence, | 

King. I Bakhazar, if hc _ this truce, . 


-” 
: 


_ 


Exeunt all but Bal. Lor, Hor... 
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Qur peace will grow the ſtronger fortheſe warres: 
' Meanc while liuc thou as though notia libertie, 
Yer trom bearing any ſeruile yoake; 
For:n our roy thy deſerts were great, 
And in ovr ſight thy fclfe art gratious, 
Bzt. And | ſhallftudie to deferue this grace. 
King. But tell me,for their holding makes me doubt, 
To abich of che!e rwaine art thou priſoner? 
| Lor. Tomemy Liege. 
| Hr. Tome my Souerai 


o 


ne, 

Lo. This hand firlttoke the courſer bythe raines, 

Hor, Butfirlt my launcedid put him from bis horſe. 

Ler, I cexy*zd his weapon and enioyd ut firſt, 

| Hor, But farlt Iforc'ft him lay his weapons downe, 
King. Let goe his arme vpon our priuilede. 
| | Let him goe, 

$5 worthic Prince, to whether didſt thowyeelde? 
Bil. To him incurtefie, ro this perforcet 

He ſpake me faire,this other gaue me ſtrokes? 

He promilſde life,this other threatned death: 

He wan my loue,this other conquered met 


- Andtructh to fay,[ yecld my felte to both. 


Hiero. But that I know your Gracefor iuſt and wiſe, 
 Andm:gltſecme partiall in this difference, 
Intorſt by nature and by laiy of armes, 
My tongue ſhould plead for young Heratios right. 
 Hehuated well thac was a Lyons death, 
Nox hetharins garment worehis kin: 
So Flares may pv!l dead Lyons by the beard, 

King. Content thee Marſhall thou ſhalt haue no wrong, 
' And for thy ſike thy Sonne ſhall wanc no right. 
Wilt b9+h abidethe centire of my dame? 

Zr. {erznenc bitter then your Grace awardes. 

Hor. Nor f, although | fic beſide my right. 

Remo. Then by ing indvement thus your {rife ſhall ende, 
You bot do ferue, nd bc ih (hall have reward. 


. . Nep'ew, thou ccokli his 1ycapon and his horſe, His 


; The Spaniſb T rageate, 
His weaponsand his horſe arethy rewarde. 
He:rati, thou did(l force him firſt co yecld, 
His ranſoine therefore is thy valours fees 
Appointthe a__ as you ſhall bothagree. 

' But Nepew thou ſhalc have the Prince an guard, 
Forthine cftate belt fitteth ſuch a gueſt. 
Horatios houſe were (mall for all his traine, 

Yet inregarde thy ſubſtance paſleth his, 
Andthart iuſt gucrdon may befall ceſerr, 
Tohim we yeeld the armCur of the Prince, 
How likes Don Bathazar of this deuile? 
Balt. Righe well my liege,if this prouizo were, 
That Don Hcratia beare vs companie, 
Whom I admire andloue for chivalric. 
King, Heratio leaue him not that loues thee ſo, 
Now let vs hence to {ce our ſouldiers paid, 
And feaſt our priſoner as our friendly gueſt; Exennt, 
Enter Viceroy, Alexandro,V i | 
Pie. Is our Embaſſadour difpatche for Spaine? 
Alex. Two daies(my liege) are palt ſince his depart. 
Lice. And tribute paiment gone along with him? = 
Alex. I my good Lotd.. | 
. Vice, Then reſt we heere a while in our ynreſt, 

And feed our ſorroweswith ſome inward ſighes, 

For deepeſt cares breake neuer into teares, 

But wherefore ſfitl in Regall throne, 

This better fits a wretches endles moane: 

Yetthis is higher then my fortunes reach, * 

And therefore better then my ſtate deſerves. 

Falles to the ground; 

],L,this earth, Image ofmelancholy, 

Seckes him whom fates adiudgedto miſeriet a 

Heere let melic,now am at the loweſt, . 

Qui tacit in terra non habct unde cadat, 

In me conſampſit vires fortuna nocendo, 
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Yes, Fortune may bereaue me ofmy Crowne: 

Hexe take it now,let Fortune doe her worlt, 

She will not rob me of this ſable weede: 

O no, ſhe enuies none bur pleaſant thinges, 

Such is the follic of deſpitefull chance. 

Fortune is bliadcgand lees not my deſertes. 

So isſhe deate,and heares not my lamentets 

And could ſhe heare, yet is ſhe wiltu!l mad, 

And therefore will not pittie my diſtreſle. 

Suppoſe that ſhe could pittie me,what then? 

What helpe can be expected at her handes? 

Whole foote ſtanding on a rowling ſtone, 

And minde more mutable then fickle windes. 

Why waile I then wher's hope of no redreſle? 

O yes, complaining makes my griefe ſcemeleſſe, 

My late ambrtion hath diftaind my faith, 

My breach of faith occoliondbloudie warres, 

T hote bloudic Warres haue ſpent my treaſure, 

And with my treaſure my peoples bloud, 

An ith their bloudgny ioy and beſt beloued, 

My beſt beloued, my ſweete and onely Sonne. 

O wherefore went | not to warre my ſelte?, 

T he cauic was mine, I mighthaue died for botht 

My yeeres were mellow, his but young and greene, ' 

My death were naturall, but his was forced. | 

lex. No doubt my liege but ill the Prince ſuruiucss 

Vice. Surmues, I where? 
Altx. In Spaine,a priſoner by miſchance ofwarre. 
Vice. Thea they hauc ſlaine fim for his fathers fault. 
Alex. That were a breach to common law of armes. 
Vice, They reckeno lawes that meditate reuenge. 
Alex, His ranlomes worth will tay from foule reuenge.. 
V.ce. No,itheliued the newes would ſoone be heere, 
Alex. Nay eull newes will flic faſter till than good. * 
Vice. '] ell me no more of newes,for he is FR, 3 
Villyz, My Soveraigne, pardon che Authour ofill newes, 


Aud llc bewray dic fortune of thy Sonne, 


Vice, 


The Spaniſh Tragedie. 


Vice. Speake on,lle guerdon thee whatere it be, 
Mine care is readietoreceiue ill newes,— = 
Mie hart growne hard gainſt miſchictes batteries _ 
Scand vp Liay andcellthy taleat large, (ſcene: 
Villup. Then heare the trueth which theſe mine eyes have 
When both the armies were in battell ioynd, 39 
Don Balthazar amidſt the thickeſt croupes, 
To winne regowne, did wondrous teates of armes2 
Amongſtrhereſt I ſaw him hard ro hand 
In (ingle fight withtheir Lord Generall, 
T ill eAl-xandro that keere counterteites, 
Vader the colour of a duteous friend, 
Diſcharged his Piſtoll at the Princes backe, 
' As though he would haue ſlaine their Generall, 
But cherewithall Don Balthazar fell downe, 
And when he fell, then began we to flies 
But had be lued,the day had ſure been ours. _ 
eAlex. O wicked forgerie: O traiterous miſcreant. 
Vice. Holde thou thy peace't but now Yilluppo ſay, 
Where then became the carkaſle of my Sonne? 
Villup, 1 ſaw them y itto the Spaniſh tents. 
Vice. 1,l, my nightly dreames hauetolde me this; 
Thou falle,vakinde, vothankfull craiterous bealt, 
Wherein had Balthazar oftcaded thee, 
Thac thou ſhouldſt thus betraic him to our foes? 
Walt Spaniſh gold that bleared fo thine cies, 
Thatthou could(iſce no part of our deſertes? 
Perchance becauſe thou art Terſeracs Lord. 
Thou had(t ſome hope to were this Diademe, 
It firſt my Sonne and then my ſelfe were ſlainet 
But thy ambitious thought ſhall breake thy necke, 
I, this was it that made thee pill his bloud. 
Take the Crowne and purit on againe. 
But Ile now weareittill chy bloud be (pile, ; 
eMlex. V ouchſafe (dread Soucraigne)to heare me ſpeake. 
Vie. Away with hun, his ſight is lecoad hel, 
EEE IR. I 
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Keepe him tle determine ofhis deaths 
1t Baltbazar be dead, he (hall not liue. - 
UVillupps Follow vs for thy reward, Ext Vice. 
Uillep. Thus haue I with an enuious forged talc, 
Deceiucd the King,betraid mine cnimic, 
And hope for guerdon of my villanie, 
| Enter Hur:tio and Bel-imperide 
Bel. Signior Horatio,this is the place and houey 
Whercin I mult intreat thee to relate, 
The circumſaunce of Don eAnareas deaths 
Who liuing was my garlands {\weeteſ? flower, 
And ia his death hath buried my delightes, 
Kor. For loue of him,and ſeruiceco your ſelfe, 
I nill refuſe this heauie colefull charge: 
Yet teares and ſighes, | feare will hinder me.. 
When both our Armies were enioynd in fight, 
Your worthy Chauilicramidlt the chickſt, 
For glorious cauſe, ſtill aiming at the faireſ?, 
Was atthelalt by young Don Baithazar, 
Encountred hand to hand :their fight was long, 
Their hartes weregreat,their clamors menacing, 
T heir ftrengh alike, their ixokes both dangerous, 
But wrathful Nemeſis that wicked power; 
Enuying at Anaveas praiſe,and wroth, 
Cut ſhott his life to end his praiſe and worth, 
She,ſhe her ſelfe diſguiſde in armours malke, 
As Pallas was before proud Pergamus:) 
rought in freſh ſupplic of Halberdiers, 
Which pauncht his horſe and dingdhim to the ground: 
Then yong Don Balthazar with ruthleſſe rage, 
Taking aduantige of his foes diſtreſſe, 
Did finiſh what his halberdicrs begun, 
And lett nottil Anareas life was done. 
T hen though too late incenſt with iu{t remorce, 
Iwich my band ſet forth 2gain(t the Prince, 
And brought him priſoner from his halberdiers, 
Bel.. 
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Bl. Would thou had(t laine him that ſo ſlew my lone. 
Burt then was Don Andreas carcaile lolt? | 

Hor. No,thatwas it for which I chicfly ſtroue, 
Nor ltept I backetil Irccoucred him: 
I tooke him vpand wound him in mine armes. 
And welding him yato my priuatetent, 
Thcre laid him done and dewd him with my teares, | 
And ſighed and ſorrowed as became atriend. 
Bur nettiier friendly ſorow,fighes nor tearcs, 
Could win pale death from his vſurped right, 
Yet this Idid, and 1cfle I cou!d not doe: 
I ſaw him honored with due funcral, 
This ſcarfe pluckt off from his liucieile arme, L 
An weare itia remembrance of my friend. WI 

Bel. 1 know the ſcarfe, would he had kept ir (til, 
For bad he l1ued he would! have kepr it [till 
And worneicfor his Bel-imperias lake: 
For twas my fauour at his laſt depart, | 
But now weare thou it both for him and mee, 
For after him thou haſt deſcrued it beſt. 
But for thy kindneſle in his life and death, 
Be lucr while Bel-imperias life endures, 
Sie wil be Don Horatios thankfull friend. | 

Hor, And(Madame)Don Horatio will not ſlacke, 
Humbly toſerue faire Bel-imperia, | 
But now if your good liking (tand thereto, 
Ile craue your pardon to goe {ecke the Prince, 
For ſo the Duke your father gaue mecharge., Exit, 

Bel. I goc Horati,leaue mc heere alone, 
For ſolitude belt firs my cheereles mood; 
Yet what auailesto waile Andreas death, 
From whence Horatio proues my ſecond loue? 
Had he not loyed Anarea as he did, 
He couldnot fic in Bel-imperias thoughtes. 
But how can loue fide harbour in my brelt, 
Till I revenge the death of tay beloued. 
Nes.ſecond loue ſhal further my reucnge. 
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Tie love Horatio my Anareas friend, 
The more to ſpight the Prince that wrought his end. 
And whete Den Balthazar that ſlew my loue, 
Hunſclte now pleades for fauour at my handes, 
He ſhall in rigour of my iuſt difdaine; 
Reape long repentance of his murderous deede? 
For what waſt elſe but murderous cowardiſe, 
So manic to oppreſſe one valiant Knight, 
Wichout reſpe&t of honour in the fight? 
And heere he comes that murdered my delight. 
Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 
Loy. Siſter, what meanes this melancholie walke? 
Bel. Thatfor a while I wiſh no companie. 
Lox. But heere the Prince is come to viſite you, 
Bel. T hat argues that he liues in libertie, 
Bal. No Madame, but in pleaſing ſeruitude. 
Bel. Your priſon then belike is your conceite. 
Bil. Iby conccite my freedome is enthralde, 
Bel. Then with conceite enlarge your ſelfe againe. 
Bal. What if conceite haue [aide my hart to gage? 
Bel, Pay that you borrowed and recouer it. 
Bal. I die if it returne from whence itlies. 
Bel. A hartles man and liue? A miracle, 
Bal, I Lacie, Love can worke ſuch miracles, 
Lor. T uſh,tuſh;my Lord, let goe theſe ambages, 
And in plaine tearmes acquaint her with your loue. 
Bel. What bootes complaint, when theres no remedie? 
Bal, Yes,toyour gracious ſelfe muſt I complaine, 
In whoſe faire anſwere lyes my remedie, 
Oa whole perfeQion all my thoughts attend, 
On whoſe aſpeR mine eyes finde beauties bowre, 
Tn whoſe tranſlucent bref} my hart 1s Jodede. 
Bel. Alas my Lord,thcſe are but wordes of courle, 
And but deuifde to drive me from this place. 
She coin? mylets fall her Gloue, Which Horatio 
COMMINGg ONE ARES VPs 


Hor, Madame your Gloue. Bet, 
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- Bel. Thankes good Heratio, take it for thy paynes;” 
Bal. Signior Horatioſtooptin happie time: 
Her, 1 reapt more gracethen I deleru'd orhop'd. 
Lor. My Lord,be not diſmaid for whatis palt, 
You know that women oft are humorous: ** 2-4; 
T heſe cloudes will oyerblow with hitle winde, 
Lect me alone, lle ſcatterthem my ſclfe: 
Meane while let vs deuiſero ſpnde the time, 
In ſome delighriull fportes and reuelling. _ 
Her. The King my Lordis comming hither ſlraight, | 
To feca(t the Portugall Embaſladour, *Þ: 
T hinges werein readinefle before I came. 
Bal. Then heere it fits vs toatrendethe King, 
To welcome hither our Embaſſ[adour, 
And lcarne my Fatherand my Countries health, Ry 
Enter the banguet,T rumpets,the K mg,and E mbaſſadowr, 
Xing. See Lord Embaſſadour,how Spaine intreates, 
Their priſoner Bakhazar,thy Viceroyes ſonne, | 
We pleaſure more in kindnefle chen 1n warres, . F 
Embaſ, Sad is our King,and Portugall lamentess 
Suppoſing that Don Balthazar is ſlaine. 
Bal. So am I ſlaineby beauties tyrannies 
You ſee my Lord how Bakhazwx is ſlaine. 
I frolike with the Duke of Caſts/es Sonne, 
Wr:apr euery houre in pleaſures ofthe Court, 
Andgraſte with fauours of his Maieſtie. 
King.Put off your greetings till our feaſt be done, 
Now come and ſic with vs and taſte our cheere. 
| Sit tothe banquet, 
Sit downe young Prince, you are our ſecond gueſt: 
Brother fir downe,and Nephew take your place, 
Signior Fcratio waite thou ypon our cup, 
For well thou haſt deſerucd tobe honoured, 
Now Lordings fall too, Spaine is Portugall, 
And Portugallis Spainewe both are friendes, 
Tiibuteis paid,and we cgioy = right; 
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But where is olde Hirommo our Marſhall?. , | 
He promiſed vs in ho1our of our gueſt, 
To grace our banquet withſome pompous ieſt. 
— os Hieronimo wiuh a Dram,three Kniohts each bu 
Scutchin : then he fetches three K Slay, 8 takg 
their Crownes and then captiue. 
Hieronimo, this Maske contentes mineeye, 
Although I ſouad not well che myiterie. 
Hhero, The fir't armd Knightthat hung his Scutchin vpy 
He rakes the Scucchin and gines ut to the Kingg 
Was Engliſh Robert Earle of Gloceſter, 
Who when King Stephen bore ſivay in Albion, 
Arrived with five and ewentie thouſand men, 
In Portingale, and by lucceſle of warre, 
Enforced the King then but a Saraſtn, 
To bearethe yoake cf the Enghſh Monarchie. 
King. My Lord of Portingale,by this you ſec, 
T hat which may comfort both your King and you, 
An1makeyour late diſcomfort ſeeme the leſle, 
Bur lay Hiuronimo, what wasthe next? 
Hiro, The lecoad Knight that hung his Scutchin vp, 
He doth as he did before. 
Was Emmznd Earle of Kent in Albion, + 
When Engliſh Richard wore the Diadem. 
He came hikewitc and razed Lisbon wallcs, 
And tooke the King ot Portngale in fight: 
For which,and other luch like leruice done, 
He after was created Duke of Yorke, 
Kmg. Thisis another ſpeciail argument, 
T hat Portiogale may daine to beare our yoake, 
When it by litle England hath been yoakt; 
But now Hierontmo, what were the laſt? 
Hiro, T he third and laſt,nor Jca{l in our account, 
Dom as beforts 
Was as the reſt a yaliant Engliſh-man, 
Braue John of Gaunt the Duke of Lancaſter. 4 
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As by his Scurchin plainly may appeare, 
He with a puiflant armie came to Spare, 
And rooke our King of Caſtile priſoner. 
Embaſſ. T his is an argument tor our Viceroy, 
T hat Spare may not inſult for her fucceſle, 
Since Engliſh warriours hikewiſe conquered Sprire, 
And made them bow their knees to eAMth1on. 

King. Hurommo, 1 drinke to thee forthis deuice, / 
Which hath pleaſde both the Emba([:dour and met 
Pledge me F'teroyimo, it thou lcue the king. | 

| T akes the cup of Horatio, 
My Lord, I feare we ſit but oucrlong, 
Vnleſle our daiatics were more delicate. 
But welcome are you to the belt we haue. 
Now let vs in, that you way be diſpatche, 
] thinke our Counlell is alreadic ſet. Exenut omne. 
eAnarea, es 

Come we for this from depth of ynder ground, | 
To ce him fealt that gave me my deathes wound? 
Theſe pleaſant ſightsare ſorrow to my ſoule, 


Nothing but league,andloue,and banqueting? ; 
Kenenge. 


Be lill eLncea, ere we goe from hence, 
Tie turne their friendſhip into fell deſpightt 
Their loue to mortall hate,their day tonight, 
Their hope into diſpaire,their peace to warre, 
T hcir ioyes to paine,their bliſle to miſerie. 


ACTVS SECVNDVS. 


Enter Lorenz0 and Balthazar. 
Lorenzo, 
MY Lordgthough Bel-imperia ſeeme thus coy, 
Letreaſon hole you in your wonted joys 
In time the ſauage Bull ſuſtain = the yoake, _ 
2 
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fn time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to lure, 
In time ſmall wedgescleaue the hardeſt Oaks, 
Jaime theflinr is pearſt with ſoftelt ſhower, 
And lhe in time will tall rom her di{daine, 
And ruethe ſufferance of your triendly parne. 
Bal. No,ihe is wilder and more hard withall, 
Then bea(t,or bird,or cree,or (Ronie wall. 
Buc whercfore blot 1] Bel-imperias name? 
Jt 15 my fault,not ſhe that mcrites blame. 
My 1eature 15 not to content her 11ght, 
My wordes arerude and worke her no delight, 
The hnes I ſend her are but harſh andill, 
Such as doe drop 'rom Pan and Mvſits quills 
My preſents are not of lufficient colt, 
An being worthlefle all my labours lofts 
Yec might ſhe /oue me for my valiancie, 
J, but thats ſJaundered by capriuirie. 
Yer might ſhe loue me to content her (are; 
T. but hcr reaſon maiſters his deſire, 
Yer might ſhe loue meas her brothers friends 
], buc her hopes aime at ſome other end, 
Yer might ſhe loue me to vpreare her (tate: 
I, bur perhaps the hopes ſome nobler mate. 
Yer might the louc me as her beauteous thrall, 
],but I tcare ſhe can not love ar all, 
Liv. My Lo:d,for iny ſake leave theſe extafies, 
An | dyubt not but weeleft1de ſome remedie, 
Same caule ti4zre 15 that lets you not be loucd: 


Furſt thac muſt needes be knowne, and then remooued: 


Wat it my fiſter love lone other Knight? 


B it. My tommers iy will turne to winters nights 


Lor. I have alreadic tound a {tratageme, 
TT > toun | the botrame of this doubtrfull theame, 
My Lord, tor once you ſhall be ruldeby me, 
H:.1 iter me not what cre you heareor ſee. 
Ly force or faire meanes will I calt about, 
To ade tis teugtl of all this queſtion outs 
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Ho Pedringen. 
Ped. Signior. 
Lor. Uten que preſto, 


Enter Pedringans; 

Ped. Hath your Lordſhip ante ſeruicero comman 

Lor. 1 Pedringano,leruice of impore. 

And not to ſpende the tinue in trifling wordes. 
Thus tandes the caſe ; it is not long thou knoweſt, 
Since I did ſhield theefiom my fathers wrath, 

For thy conuciaace 10 Andreas loues 

For which thou wert a::judged to puniſhment, 

I Rood betwixt chee and thy puniſh nent; 

And fince,thou knowelt how I haue fauoured thee, 
Now to theſe faururs will I adde reward, | 
Not with faire woides, but (tore of gol.en coyne, 
Andlandes and liuing ioynd with digaicics, 

Ifthou but ſatrsfie my iult demaund. 

Tel trueth and haue me for thy laſting friend. 

Ped. What ete it be your Lordſhip ſhall demaund, 
My boundea duetie bids me tell the trueth: 
It caſe ithie in me to tell chetrueth. 

Lcr. Then Pedringano thisis my demaund, 
Waom loues my litter Bel-emperia? 
For ſhe repolcth all her truſt in theet 
Speake man,andgizne both friendſhip and reward: 
I mezne, whom loues ſhe in eAnareas place? 

Ped. Alas my Lord, fince Don Anareas death, 

] haue no credite with her as before, 
Andtherefore know not it ſhe loue or no. 

Lor. Nay if thou dallie,then I am'thy foe, 
| And feare ſhall force what friendſhip cannot winne, 
Thy death ſhall burie what thy life concealcs: 

Thou dieſt,for more cſteeming herthen me, 

Ped, Ohtay my Lord. "y 

Lox. Yet ſpeake the trueth,and I will guerdon thee, 
And (bield thee from what cuer _ cnlue, 

$ V3 


ame? 


And 
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And wil conceale what cre proccedes from thee, 
But if thou dallic once againe,thou diet: © In 
Ped. If Madame Bel-anperia be inloue. 6.0 
 Lor. Whatyillaineifs and'ands? | ; 
Ped. O ſtay my Lord,ſhe loues Horatio. | 
Balthazar ſtarts backe. 

Lor. What Don Horatio our knight Marſhals ſonne? 

Mes. Enennimmy Lord. © NH 1 - 

Lor. Now fay,but how knoweſt thou he 15 her loue? 
And thou ſhalt finde me kinde andliberall: © 
Srand vp I fay,and fearelefle tell the trueth. 

Ped. She ſenthim letters which my ſelfe peruſde, 

Full fraught with lines and arguments of loue, 
Preferring him before Prince Balthazar, : 
Lor. Sweare on this croffe, that whatthou faielt is true, | 
And that thou wilt conceale what thou halt tolde. 
Ped. I ſweare to both by him thar made vs all, 
Lox. In hope thine oath is truce, heeres thy reward, 
But if | prooue thce periurde and yniuſt, 
T his veric {word whereonthou tookelt thine oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy tragedie. 
Ped. What I haue ſaid is true,and ſhall for me, 
Be ſtil conceald from BeLwmperia. | 
Beſides your Honors hberalitie, 
Delerues my duteous feruice,euen till death, . £4F 
Lor. Letthis be all that thou ſhalr doe for me, 
Be watchfull when, and where theſe louers mcere, 
And giue menotice in ſome ſecret ſort. 

Ped. 1 will my Lord. 

Lor. Then ſhalt thou finde that 1 am liberall, + 
Thou knoweſt that I can more aduance thy fiate, 
Then ſhe,be therefore wiſe and faile me not. 
Goeand atten her as thy cuſtome is, 

Leaſt abſence make her thinke thou doeſt amiſſe. 


Exit Pearingane 
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Why ſo: Tam armir quam ingenio: 
Where words preuaile not, violence preuailes, 
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But 


| 
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But gold doth moretheneither of them both; 
How likes Prince Balthazar this [tratageme? 

Bal. Bach wcl,and ill: icmakes me glad and ſads : . 
 Glad;that I know the hinderer of my loue, mat 
Sad, char I feare ſhe hates me whom [ Joue, 

Glad.that I know on whom to be reuenged, 
Sad,chat ſheele flie mel take reuenge, 
Yet mull { eake revenge or dye my lelte, 

For loue reliſted growes impatient, 

Ithinke Horatio be my delitnde plague, 

Firſt in his hand he brandiſhed a ſword, 

And withthat ſword he ficrcely waged warre, 

And in that watrre he gaue me dangerous woundes, 

And by thoſe woundes he forced me to yeeld, 

And by my yeelding | became his ſJaue. 

Now in his mouth he carries pleaſing worts, | 
which pleaſing wordes doe harbour {weete conceitey, 
which ſweete conceites arelimde with (lic deceites, 
Which ſlie deceites ſmooth Bel-imperias eares, 

And through her cares diue downe into her heart, * 
And in her heart ſet him where I ſhould ſtand. 

T hus hath he rane my body by his force, 
And now by {leight would captiuate my ſoulez 
But jn his fall Ile rempt the delteuies, 
And either looſe my life,or winne my loue. 

Lor. Lets goe my Lord,your ſtaying ſtayes reuengez 
Doe you a0 2s me, and gaine your lou, 

Hcr tauour inult be wonne by his remouc, Exeunts 


W 


Enter Horatioand Bel-impers 

Hor. Now Madame, (iace by fauour of yourloue, 

Our hidden ſmoke is curnd to open flmet 

An1 chat with lookes and wordes we feed our thoughtes, 
Two ctuefe contents, where more cannot be had, 
Thus in the mid(t of loues faire blandiſhmentes, 
Why ſhew you ligne of inward languilkmeates. 
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Pearinrano ſhewerh all to the Prince and Lorenz, 
| placmg them m ſecret. 
Bel. My har: (iwecte frieud)is like a Ship at ſea, 
She wiſheth port, whereriding all atcale, 
She made repaire whac ſtormie times have wornes 
An« leaning onthe ſhore may ling with joy, 
That p'eafure folio paine, and blifle annoy, 
Pollesſivn of thy loue ts th'onely port, 
Whercin my hart with feares 64 rand long tolk, 
Each houre doth with and long to make reſort, 
Tircreon repaire the ioyes that it hath loſts 
And fitting ſafe to ling in Cupids quire, 
T hat {weereſt bliſle is crowne of loves defire, 
Balthazar aboue. 
Bal. O ſleepe mine eyes,ſee not my loue prophande, 
Be deafte my eares,heare not my diſcontent. 
Dic hart,another ioyes what thou delerueſ?. 
Loy. Watch ſtill mine eyes,to fee the loue difoynd, 
Heare ſtill minc eares,to heare them both lamene, 
Leauc hart to toy at fond Heoratuos fall. 
Bel. Why ſtandes Horatio (peecbleſle all this while? 
Hor. The leſle I ſpeake, the more I meditate. 
Bel. But whereon boeſt thou chiefly meditate? 
Hor. On dan ou paſt,and pleaſure to enſue, 
Bal. On plcaſurcs palt, and dangers to enſue. 
Ze/. What dangers, & what pleaſures doeſt thou meane? 
Hor. Dangers of warre,and pleaſures of our loue. 
Lor. Dangers of death,but pleaſures none at all. 
Bel. Let davgers goe,thy warre ſhalbe with me, 
Burt ſuch a warring, as breakes no bond of peace, 
Speake thou faire wordes, Ile crofſe them with faire wordes, 
Sende thou ſweete lookes, Ile meete them with ſweere looks. 


Bd, 
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Bal. Ambitious villaine, how his boldnes growes? 
Bel. Then by thy fathers pleaſant bower the eld, 

 Wherefirſt we vowde a mutuall amitie? 

The Court were dangerous, that place is ſafes 

Our houre ſhalbe when Yeſper gi:nes to riſe, 

T hat ſummons home diſtresfull trauellers. 

There none ſhall heare vs butthe harmeles birdes, 

Happely the gentle Nightingale, | 

Shall carroll ys a {[cepe cre we be ware. 

And ſinging with the prickle at her breſt, 

Tell our delight and mirthfull dalliance, 

Till then cach houre will ſeeimc a yeere and mores 

Hor. Bur honie {weete,and honourable loue, 

Recurne we now into your fathers ſight, 

Dangerous ſutpition waites on our delights 

Lov. I,danger mixt with jealous delpite, 


Shall ſende thy ſoule into erernall night. E - | 


Emer King of Spaine, Porting.ale Embaſsadour, 
Don Ceiprian. Cc. . 
King. Brother of Calltero the Princes loue: 
What ſayes your daughter Bel.:imperia? | 
Cip. Although ſhe coy it as becomes her kinde, 
And yet diſſemble that the loues the Princes 
] doubt not I, but she will ſtoope incime. 
And were $he froward, which she will not be, 
Yer heercin $hall she follow my aduice, 
Which is rolJouehim, or forgoe my love, 
King. Then Lord Embaſladour of Portingale,' 
Aduilethy King to make this martiage vp, 
For ({trengrhening of our late confirmedleague, 
] know no better meanes to make vs friendes, 
Her dowrie $hall be large and liberall, 
Beſides thar,she is daughter and halfe heire, 
Vnto our brother hecre Don Ciprian, 
And $hall enioy the moitie of his land. 
Ne grace het mariage with an yackles gifts 
Fn, ed WF ve =o Ave 
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And this itis, in cale the match go forward, 
The tribute which you pay ſhallberclcaſt, + 
Andit by Balthazar ſhe haue a ſonne, 
He ſhall enioy the kingdome after vs. £ 

Embaſ. Tle make the motion to our ſoueraigneliege, 
And worke itif my counſaile may preuaile. 

King. Pve ſo my Lard, aud if he giueconſent, 

I hope his preſence heere wil honour vs, 

In celebration of the nuptiall day, 

Andlerhimlclfe determine of the time, 

Em.Wilt pleaſe your graceto command me ought beſide? 
King. Coinmend me tothe king, and lo farewel. 
But wheres Prince Balthazar to take his leaue? 

Em, Thatis pertormdalreadic my good Lord: 
King. Amongh the reſt of what you haue in charge, 
The Princes caunſoine mult not be forgot 

Thats nonc of mine, but his that rooke himpriſoner, 
And well his forwardnes delcrues reward. 

Ic was Horatio our knightmarſhals ſonne, 

Em. Betweene vs theres aprice alreadie pitcht, 
And thalbe ſent with all conuenient ſpeed. 

King. T hen once againe farewell my Lord. | 

Em, Farewell my Lord of Caſtile and the reſt, Exu, 

Kmg. Now brother, you muſt take ſome little paines, 
To wiane faire Bel-impeira from her will : 

Youog Virgins muſt be ruled by their friendes, 
The Princeis amiable and loues her wcll, 
Ifſhe negleR him and forgoc his loue, 
She both will wrong her owne cſtate and ours: 
Therefore whiles I doc entertaine the Prince, 
With greateſt pleaſure that our Court affoords, 
Endeuour you to winne your daughters thoughtes, 
If ſhe give backe,all this wil come to naught, Excunts 
Enter Floratio,Bel-imperia,and Pearmoans. 

Hor. Nowthat the night begins with ſable wings, 

Toouer-clond thiebrightnefle of the Sunne, 


And thatin darknes pleaſures may be done; Come 
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Come Bel-imyeria let vs to the bower, 
And there in ſafetie paſſe a pleaſant hower? 
Bel. Itfollow thee my louc,and wil not backe, 
Although my fainting heart controlesmy foule. = 
Hor, Why, make you doubc of Pedringanos tayth2 
Bel. No, he is as truſtic as my ſecondlelte, 
Goe Pedringanowatch without the gate, 
And let vs know if ante make approch. 
Ped. In ſtced of watching ile deſcrue moregold, 
By ferching Don Lorenzo to this match. Exit Ped, 
For. What meanes my louc? 
Bel. 1 know not what my ſelfe: 
And yet my heart foretels me ſome miſchance. 
Her. Sweet ſay not ſo,faire fortune is our friend, 
And heauens haue ſhut vp day to pleaſure vs. 
The ſtarres thou ſeeſt hold back their ewinckhng ſhane, 
And Luna hides herlelte to pleaſure ys. 
Bel. Thou haſt preuaild, ile conquer my miſdoubtz | 
And in thy Toue and councel drowne my fearez - 
I feare no more, louenow is all my thoughtes. 
Why lit we not, for pleaſure askerh eale? - 
Hor. Themore | 198 firſt within theſe leauy bowers, 
The more wil Flya decke it with her flowers. 
Bel, I but if Floraſpie E'oratio heere. 
Her icalous eye will thiake 1 fit too neere. | 
Hor. Harke Madame hovw the birdes record by night, 
For ioy that Bel-imperia ſics in hght, 
Hel. No,Cupid counterfcits the Nightingale, 
To frame fiveer muſicke to Horatios tale. 
Hor. It Cupid fiag,then YVenrs is not farre, 
T.chou art Venus or ſome fairer itarre, 
Bel, It I be Venus thou mult necdes be Mars, 
Andq where Mars raigneth,there mult needes be warre. - 
Hor. Then thus begin our warres,pur forth thy hand, . 
Thacit may combat with wy 1uder hand. 
Bel. Ser lorth thy foote to rie - puſh ofmine 
2. 


. 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
For. But firſt my lookes ſhall combar againſt thing, 
Bel. Then ward thy (elfe, I dartthis kiſle at thee. 
For, Thus Iretort the dart thou threwftarme. 
Zel. Nay then to gaine the glotic of the ficlde, 
My ewining armes ſhall yoake and make thee yeelde. 
Her, Naythen my armes are large and(trong withails 
Thus Elmes by Vines are compalt cill they fall. 
Bel. Olet me goe, for in my troubled eyes, = 
Now mailt thou read thatlife in pasſton dies. 
Hor. Oſftay awhile and I will die with thee, 
So shalcthou yeelde, and yet haue conquered me. 
Fel, Wholc there Pedringano? We are betrayde. . 


ww. 


Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar, Cerberin, Pedringant, 
ai/gniſed. 
Lor. My Lord away with her, take her aſide, 
O fir forbeare, your yalour is aJrcadie tride. 
Quickly diſpatch my maiſters. 
T hey hang him in the Arbor. 
« Hor. Whatwill you murder me? | 
or. Ithus,and thus: theſc are the fruites of loue. 
T hey ſtab him, 
Bel. O ſauchis life, and let meedie for himg 
O ſauce him brother, ſauc him Balthazar, 
| Lloued Heratio, buthe loued notme. 
Bal. But Balthazar loues Bel-imperia. 
Ler, Although his life were ambitious proud, 
Yetis heat the highelt now he is dead. 
Zel. Murder,murder,helpe Hieronimo helpe. 
Lor. Come itop her mouth,away with her. Exeum. 
Enter Hieronimo #1 hu ſhirt. cc. 
Hiro. What ourcries plucke me trom my naked bed, 
And chill my throbbing hare with trembling feare, 
Which ncuer danger yet could daunt before 
Who cals Eiteroimo? ſpeakegheere] am, 


I did not ilumber,therefore twas no dreams, 


The Spanifs Tragedie: 
No,no,it was ſome woman cride for helps 
And heere within the garden did ſhe crie. 
And inthis garden mult I reſcue her: 
But ſtay, what murdcrous ſpeRacle is this? 
A man hanged vp and all the murderers gone, 
And in my bower,to lay the guilt on me: 
\This place was made for pleaſure,not for death; 
kd He cuts hm dawne. 
Thoſe garmentes thathe weares I ofc haue ſeene, 
Alas itis Horatio my ſweete ſonne, 
O no,buthe that'whilome was my ſonne. 
O was it thou that calldſt me from my bed, 
O ſpeake if anie ſparke of life remaine. 
I am thy father : Who hath ſlaine my ſonne? 
What ſauadge monſter,not of humane kinde, 
Heere hath been glutted withthy harmeles blood? 
Andlefc thy bloudie corpes diſhonoured heere, 
For me amidſt this darke and deathfall ſhades, 
To drowne thee with an ocean of my teares. 
O heauens,why made younighe to coucr {inne? 
By day this deed of darknes had not beene, 
O earth why didſt thou not intime deuoure, 
The vilde prophaner of this ſacred bower. 
© poore Horatio, what had(t thou miſdone? 
Toleele thy life ere life was new begun, 
O wicked butcher what ſo ere thou werr. 
How couldthou ſtrangle yertue and deſert? 
Ay me molt wretched that haue loſt my joy, 
In lecling my Horatio my ſweete boy, 
E meer Iſabella, 


5 


1/a. My husbands abſence makes my heartcothrob, 


Flierontmo, 
Hiero. Heere I/abella,helpe meto lament, 

For [1ghes are ſtopt,and al my teares are ſpent... 
1/a. What world of griefe,my ſonne Horatio? 

O wheres the author of this endlefſe woe, = 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
Hiere, T'o know the author were ſome caſcof griefe, 
For in reucnge my hear: would find rehiefe 
Ia. Thea js he gone?and is my ſonne gone too? 
O gulh out reares, tountaincs and flouds of teares, 
Blow ſighes and raile an euerlaſting (torme. 
Foroutrage fitsour corſed wretchedneſle. 
Hiera. Sweete loucly Roſc,ill pluck before thy time, 
Faire worthy ſonnenot conquered but betraid: 
Ne kifſe thee now, for wordes ivith cearcs are ſtaind. 
TA. Andileclole vp the glaſlcesof his fight, 
For once thele eyes were onely my delight, 
Hiero. Secſt thou this handkercher beſincrd with bloud, 
It ſhall nor from metill | cake reuenge? 
Scelt thoutho!e woundes that yet are bleeding freſh, 
Ile not intombe them till I hauce reuengde: 
Then will | ioy amidit my ditcontent; 
Tillthen my "4 2008 neuerſhalbe ſpent. 
Iſa. The heauens are inſt, murder cannot be hid, 
Time isthe amhour both of trueth and right. 
And time wil briag this trecheric to light. | 
Fliere. Neane while good [abellaceale thy plaintes, 
Or at the leaſt diſſemble them a while. 
- $9 ſhal we looner finde the praQtiſe out, 
And learve by whom allthis was brought abour. 
Come /ſwei/noylet vs take him vp, 
T hey take bam vp. 
And beare him in from out this curſed place, 
Ile ſay his dirge,finging fits not this cale, 
O 4liguis nziha guas plc. ver educet brrbas, 
H1cro, (ets his bref vnto his frrord, . 
* Alifeett + noſtrodetur merctun dolorts 
Hitt ſt qui faciunt annum ohmic ſiiccor, 
Prebeat,in/e m:tum magnum quicurgue p'r orbens, 
Gramira Sel pulchras effecit m luminis orar, 
Jo/t bibam quicquid mecitatur ſaga werent, 
£4icquzid Conran eHECRCA MEWIA MECH 


Omnia 
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Omnia pertetiar letum quoque dum ſemel onmiz, 
Noſter planes Ba: 6k pefFore ſenſus: 
E rgo tuos oculos nunquam( mea vita video, 
Et tua perpetuus ſepeliuit lumina ſons: 
Emor tar tecum ſic Sic iuuas me ſub umbras, 
At tamen ab ſiſtam properato cedere letho, 


Ne mortem-vinditta twam tam nalls ſequatir. $ hat: 

Heere he throwes itfrom him and beares the body aways 

Anarea . 
Broughſtthou me hither to increaſe my painet 
T lookt that Balbazar ſhould haue been laiae; 
But tis my freend Huratio that is laine : 
And they abule faire Bel-imperia, 
On whom I doted more then all che world. 7 
Becauſe ſhe loud me more then all the world, 
Renenge, | 

Thou talkeft of harueſt when the corne is greene, - 
T he end 1s growae of euery worke well done; 
T he Sickle comes nottill che corne be ripe. 
Be (Hl, and erc lead thee from this pack 


Ile ſhew thee Bakhazarin heauy ca 


ACTVS TERCIVS. 
Enter Viceroy of Portiagale, Nobles, AlexandroVilluppot - 


Viceroy. 

Nfortunate condition of Kinges, 
BY amidit ſo many helpeles doubts: 

Firſt we are plaſt ypon extreameſt height, 

And oft tupplanted with exceeding hate, 
But euer ſubiccothe wheele of chancez 
Aad at our higheſt,neuer ioy we ſo, 
As weboth doubt and dread our ouerthrow- 


So ſtriycth not the waues with ſundry windes, 


As fortune toyleth in the affaixes of Kinges, 
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That would befeard, yer feare to be beloued, 

Sith feare or loue to Kings is flatterie : 

For inſtance Lordings looke ypon your King, 

By hate depriued of his deareſt ſonne, 

The onely hope of our fuccelsiue line. 

Nb, I had not thought that Alexandros hart, 
Had beene enuenomde with ſuch extreame hate, 
But now I fee that words haue ſeuerall workes, 
And theres no credit in the countenance. 

Vil. No,formy Lord, had you beheld the traine, 
T hat fained loue had coloured in his lookes, 
When he in campe conlorted Balthazar . 

Far moreinconl[tant had you thought the Sunne, 

"That howerly coalts the center of the carth, 

Then Akxardros purpoletothe Prince. 

Vice. No more Yilluppo,thou haft ſaid enough, 

And with thy words thou ſlaieſt our wounded thoughts; 
Nor ſhall I longer dally with the wo1ld, 
Procraſtinating Alexandres death ; 

Goe ſome of you and fetch the traitor forth, 

T hat as he is condemned he may dye, 


Enter Alexandro with a  oble man and halberts. 
Nob. In luch extreames, will nought but patience ſerue, 
Alex Bur in extteames, what patience ſhall I yſe? 
Nor diſcontents it me to leaue the world, 
With whom there nothing can preuaile but wrong, 
Nob. Yet hope the belt, 
Alex. Tis Heaven is my hope. 
As for the earth it istoo much infeR, 
To ycelde me hope of any of her mould. 
Ure. Why linger ye? bring foorth that daring friend, 
Andlethim die for his accurſed deede. 
Alex. 'Not that I feare the extremitie of death, 
For Nobles cannot ſtoope to ſeruile feate, 
Doc 1(O Kivg)chus dilcontented liue. 
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But this,O this cormentes my labouriog ſoule, 
T nat thus [ die ſfutpeRed of a finne, | | | 
Whereof,as heauens have knowne my ſecret thoughtes, * 
So am I free from this ſuggeltion, 2 HEs 
Vice. No more | ſay, to the tortures, when? 
Binde him,and burne bis body in thoſe flames, 
| T hey binde him to the ſtake, . . 
That ſhall prefigure thoſe ynquenched fires, Kt 
O: Phlegion prepared ior his loule. 
exdlex. My guililetle death will be auengd 
On thee Yi/lxppo,that hath maliſde thug, 
Or for thy mecde, halt falſely me accuſle. 
Villup Nay eAlexanaro if thou menace me, 
Ile lende a hand to ſende thee tothe lake, 
Where thoſe thy wordes ſhall periſh with thy workes, 
Iniurious traitour,monſirous homicide, | 


Enter Embaſſadonr. 
Stay, holde awhile,andheere with pardon of his Maieftie, 
Lay handes vpon UVlluppo. (entrance? 
Vice. Embaſladour, what newes hath vrg'd this ſodaine 
Embaſ, Know Soueraigne I, that Balthazar doth liue, | 
Vice What ſayeſt thou? liueth Balthazar our Sonne? 
Emba. Your highneſlc ſonne, L. Balthazar doth live, 
And well intreated in the Court of Spaine:z 
Humbly commendes him to your Maieſtie, 
Thelſc eyes behelde,and thele my followers, 
With theſe the letters of the Kinges commende, 
ues boy Letters. 


l 
Are happie witneſſes of his pighnelf health. 
T he King lookes on the Letters,and proccees. 


Vice. Thy Sonne deth live, your tribute is recciu'dy 
Thy peace is made,and we are fatisfhed? 

T he reſt reſolue vpon,as thinges propoſde, 

For both our honors and thy benefate, 


Emb, Thele arc his Highneſſe farther Articles, 
He gies bimm mare Letters 


E 


} 


ce onthee, ' 


Pith. 
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Vice. Accuſed wretch to intimate theſe illes, 
Againſt the life and reputation 
Of noble Alexandro.; come my Lord ynbinde him, 
Let him vnbinde thee that is bound to death, 
To make a quirall forthy diſcontent. 
They vnbinde him. 
Alex. Dread Lord, in kindneſle you could do no leſle, 
Vpon report of ſuch a damned fatt: 
But thus we ſee our innocencie hath ſaued 
T he hopeleſle life which thou /iK&ppo ſought, 
By thy ſuggeſtions to hauc maſlacrec. 
Vice. Say falſe Villuppo,wherefore did{tthouthus 
Falſly betray Lord eAlexanares life? 
Him whom thou knoweſt, that no vnkindneflle els, 
Bur euenthe flaughter of our decreſt ſonne, 
Could once haue mouedys to haue miſconceued. ; 
Alex. Say erecherous Villuppo, tel the king, 
Or whereinhath Alexandrovicd thee ill? 
 Villup. Rent with remembrance of ſo foulea deed, 
My guiltie ſoule ſubmits me co thy doome; 
For not for eAlexanares injuries, 
Bur,for reward,and hope to be preferd: 
Thus haue | ſhameleſly hazarded his life. 
Vice. Which villaine ſhalberanſomed with thy death, 
And not ſo meane a torment as we heere, 
Deuilde for him,who thou ſaidſt flew our ſonne? 
But with the bittereſt cormentes and extreames, 
T hat may be yer inuented for thine end: 
Alex. ſeemes tomtreat. 
Jntreatme not, go take the traitor hence, Exit Vil 
And Alexanaro letys honour thee, | 
With pep4gee notice of thy.loyaltic, 
Toend thoſe thinges articulated heere, 
By our great Z. the mightie king of Spaane, 
Ve with our councell wi'l deliberate. 
Come eArxundro keepe vs companie, - E xennt. 
Em Hicronimos Fliero, 
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Hiero. Oh cies,no cies but fountaines fraught with teares) 


Oh life,no life,but lively fourme of death : 

Oh world,no world but maſſe of publique wronges. 
Contuſde and filde, with murder and miſdeedes, 
Oh ſacred heauens,if this vahallowed deed, 

If this inhumane and barbarous attempt, 

If this incomparable murder thus, 

Ofmine,but now no more my ſonne, 

Shall ynreuealed and ynrevenged paſſe, 

How ſhould wetearme your dealings to be iuft, 


If you vniuſtly deale with thoſe,thart in your iultice truſt. | 


Thenight ſad ſecretaric to my mones, 

With direful viſions make my vexcd loule, 
Andwith the woundes of my diſtresful ſonne, 
Solicite me for notice of his death. 

The ougly feends do fallie forth of hell, _ 
And frame my ſteps to ynfrequented pathes, 


And feare my heart with fierce inflamed thoughtes.. 


T he cloudie day my diſcontents recordes, 
Early begins to regilter my dreames, 
Anddriuveme forth to ſeeke the murtherer, 
Eies,life, world, heauens,hel,night and day, 
Sce,ſearch,ſhew,ſfend ſome man, 


Some meane, that may: 
eA Letter falleth, 


Whats heere?a Letter,tuſh,it is not 1o, 


A Letter written to Hicronimo. Red mcke. 


Bel. For want of Incke, receive this bloudie writz 
Mec hath my haples brother hid from thee, 
Reuengethy ſelfe on Balthazar and him: 

For theſe were they that murdred thy Sonne, 
Hiuronmo, reuenze Horatios death, 
And better fare then Bel-imteria doth, 

Hiro. What meanes this vnexpeRed miracle? 
My Sonne ſlaine by Lorenzo and the Prince, * 
What caule had they Horatio to maligne? 
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Or what might mooue thee Bel-imperia, 
Toacculethy brother, had he been the meane? 
Hieronimo beware;thou art betraide, 
And to intrap thy lite this traine1s laide. 
Aduite thee therefore, be not credulous: 
T his is deui:ed to endangerthee, 
T hat thou by this Lorenzo ſhoulalt accuſe, 
And he for thy diſhonour done,ſhould draw 
Thy lite in queſtion,and thy name in hate, 
Deare was the life of my beloued Sonne, 
Andof his death behoues me be reueng'd: 
Then hazard not thine owne FHicronmmo, 
But liue t'effeR thy reſolution. 
I therefore will by circumſtances trie, 
WhatI can gather to confirme this writ, 
And harkoing neere the Duke of Caſtiles houſe, 
Cloſe if I can with Bel.imperia, 
Tolilten more,but nothing to bewray. 
Enter Tearing ans. 
Hiero, Now Peadringans. 
Ped. Now Hieronimo. 
Fiero. Wheres thy Lady? 
Ped. I know not, heeres my Lord, 
Enter Lorenzg: 
Lor. How now, who's this, Hierommo? 
Hiero, My Lord, 
Ped, He asketh for my Lady Bel-imperia. 
Lor. What to doe Hieronima? T he Duke my father hath 
Vpon ſome diſgrace a while remooued her hence, 
Burt if it be ought I may enforme her off, 
Tell me Hironmo, and Ile let her know it. 


Hiero. Nay,nay my Lord,l thanke you,it ſhall not need, 
I had a ſnte vaco her,but too late, 
And her dilgrace makes me vnfortunate. 

Ly. Why (lo Heronimo? vile me. 

Hi. O1nomy Lord, [ dare not,ic muſt not be. 


I humbly thanke your Locd(hip. LY. 
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Lov. Why then farewell. Le 
Hier. My gricfno hart,my thoughtsno tong can tell, Ex 
Lor. Come hither Pedringano,ſceſt thou this? 
Ped. My Lord, I ſee it, and ſuſpeCt it too. 
Lor. T his is that damaed villain Serberine, 
That hath I feare reucalde Horatzas death. 
Ped. My Lord,he could not,twas ſolately done, 
And ſince he hath not left my companie. 
. Lor. Admit he have nothis condition's ſuch, _ 
As feare or flattering wordes may make him falſe, 
I know his humour,and there with repent, 
That ere Ivſ{de himin this enterpriſe. 
But Pedringano,to prevent the worlt, 
nd canſe! knowghee ſecret as my ſoule, 
cre for thy further ſatisfaRion take thou this. 
| Giues him more gold. 
And hearken to me,thus it is diſguiſde: | 
This nighethou muſt, and prethee ſo reſolue, 
Mecte Serberine at S,Lingis Parke, / 
Thou knowefttis heere hard by behindethehouſe, / 
There take thy ſtand, and ſee thou ſtrike him fare, 
For die he mult, if we domeane to liue. 
Ped. But how ſball Serberine be there my Lord? 
|  Lor. Letmealone, Ilefende to himto meete = 
T he Prince and me, where thou muſt doe this deede, , 
Ted. It ſhable done my L.it ſhalbe done, 
And lle goe arme my ſelfe to meete him theere. 
Lor. When thinges ſhall alter,as I hope they will, 
Then ſhale thou mount for this, thou knowlt my minde, 
Exit Peaa.. 
Che le Ieron. Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord. [ab 
Lor. Goe firra to Serberine, and bid him forthwith, 
Meetethe Prince and me at S.Lingis Parke, 
Behinde the houſe, this euening boy. 


_ ©®age. IpocmyLord, by, 
E ; Bue/ 
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But farra,let the houre be cight aclocke. 
Bid him not faile. | 
Page. I flie my Lord. = Exi. 

Lox. Now to confirmethe complot thou haſt call, 

Of all theſe praRtiſes, Ile ſpread the watch, 
Vpon preciſe commandemene from the King, 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedrinzans 
This night (hal murder haples Serberiar. 

This muſt we worke that will avoyde diſtruſt, 

Thus muſt we praQtiſe to preuent miſhap, 

And thus enc ill, another mult expulle. (tion, + 

This lie inquirie of Feronime for Bel-imperiagbreedes ſuſpie 

And this ſuſpition boades a further ill, 

. As formy ſelfe, I know my ſecret fault, 

And fo do they,but I haue dealt for them, 

They that for coyne their ſoules endangered 

Toſwe my liue,for coyne ſhall yencure theirsz 

And bettertis that baſe companions die, 

Then by their life to hazard our good haps. 

Nor ſhall they live for me,to feare their faith: 

Ve truſt my felfe,my ſelfe ſhalbe my friende, 


For dic they ſhall, ſflaues are ordaind for no other end. Ex. 


Enter Pedringano with a Piſtoll, 
Now Pearmear bid thy Piltoll holde, 
And holde on Fortunc,once more fauour me, 
Give bur ſucceſle to mine attempting ſpirit, 
' Andlet meſhiſt for taking of mine aime: 
Heere is the golde,this is the golde propoſde, 


It is no dreame that I aduenture for, 
But Pedringano is polleſt thereof, 
And he that would not ſtraine his conſcience, 
For him that thus his liberall purſe hath Rretchr, 
Vnworthy ſucha fauour may he faile, 
And wiſhing,want when ſuch as I preuaile. 
As for the fear of apprehenſion, 


Iknow 
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I know,ifneede ſhould be,my noble Lord 
Will ſtand berweene meand enſuing harmes. 
Beſtdes,this place is free from all ſuſpect: 
Heere wah will I ſtay and take my ſtand, 
| Enter the watch. 
z Iwonder muchto what intent it is, 
That wearethusexpreſly chargdetowatch? - 
2 Tisbycommandement in the Kings owne name. 
3 Bur we were ncuer woont to watch norward, 


So neere the Duke his brothers houſe before. {i} 


2 Content your (elfe,ſtand cloſe,ther's ſomewhat inte | 


| Enter Serberine. 
Ser. Heere Serberine attend and Ray thy pace, 
For here did Don Lorenzos Page appoyat, 


Thar thou by his command ſhouldſt meete with him | 91 


How fit a placeif one were ſo diſpoſde, | 
Me thinkes this corner is to cloſe with one, Hh. 
Ped. Heere comes the birde that Imuſt ceaze ypon.' 
Now Pearingano or neuerplay the man. 
Ser, I wonder that his Lordſhip Rayes ſo long,. 
Or wherefore ſhould he ſend for me ſo late? 
Ped. For this Serberine, and thou ſhalt ha'te. / 
Shootes the Dagges / 
So, there he lyes,my promiſe is performde. 5 
 TheWatch. 
x Harke Gentlemen,this is a Piſtol ſhot» 
2 And heeres one laine, ſtay the murderer» 
Ped. Now by the forrowes of the ſoulesin hell, 


He ſtrines with the watch 


Who firſt lates hand on me;,ile be his Prieſt, 


Sirra, confeſle, and therein play the Prieſt, 

Why haſt thou thus vakindely kild che man? _ 

Pea. Why, becauſc he walkt abroad fo late, | 

3 . Come fir, you had been better kept your bed, 
Then haue committed this miſdeed fo late. , 

- 2 Cometothe Marſhals with the murderer. + als 

, bb; - 
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2 Onto Firronimos,helpe me heere, 
To bring the murdred body with vs too. 

Ped. Hieronimo, carry me before whom you will, 
What ere he beile an{werehim and you, 


And doc your worlt,for Idefic you all. Exeunt, 
' Enter Lorenzo and Bakhazar. 


Bl, How now my Lord, what makes you riſe lo ſoone? 

Hor. Feare of preyenting our miſhaps too late, | 

Bal. What mulchicfe is it chat we not miltru(t? 

L wr. Our greateltilles,we leaſt millruſt my Lord, 
And inexpected harmes do hurt vs molt. 

B.ul. Why tcll me Don Lorenzo,ell me man, 
It ou3ht concernes our honour and your owne? 

Lor. Nor you nor me my Lord, but both in one, 
For [ ſuſp<R, an{the preſumpcions great, 
T hat by thoſe baſe confed rates in our fault, 

* Touching the death of Dor :iuratio, 

We are betraide to olde Hierommo., 

Bal. Betraide Lorenzo,tuſh it cannot be. 

Lyr. Agultie conlcience vrged with the thought, 
Of former cui!s,calily cannot erre; 
I am pertwated, arid diſſivade me not, 
T hac als reneald to Hierorimo. 
And therefore know that I haue caſt it thus: 
Bur heeres the Page, how no w,what Hewes with thee? 

Page. My Lord, Serberme is lain. 

Bal. Who? Serbirme my man. 

P-ge. Your highncſſe man my Lord. 

Hor. Speake Page, vv ho murdered him? 

Pave. He that is apprehended tor the facts 

Lor. Who? 

Page. Pedro gano. 

Bal. 1s Srrbery;e {laine that love his Lord ſo well? 
Jurious villiine,murdercr of his friend; 

Lir. Hath Pedrme ms mur 'cre | Serberine? 


My Loxd,let me iatrcate you to take the paines, 


To 


T he Spaniſh Traeeaie. 
To exaſperate and haſten his revenge. 
With your complaints vnto the L.the King. 
T his their diſſention breedes a greater doubt. 

Bal. Aſſure thee Don Lorenzo, he ſhall die, 
Oc cls his highnes hardly ſhall denie, 
Meane while, le haſte the Marſhall Seſsions: 
For dic he ſhall for this his damned deed. 

Exni Bak, 

Lor. Why ſo, this fits our former pollicie, 
And thus experience bids the wiſe to deale. 
I lay the plot, he proſecutes the point, 
I ſec the trap, he breakes the worthles twigs, 
And ſees not that wherewith the bird was limde, 
Thus hopefull men that meane to holq their owne, 
Muſt looke like fowlers to their deareſt friendes. 
He runnes to kill whom I haue hope to catch, 
And no man knowes it was my reaching fatch. 
Tis hard totruſt vnto a multitude, 
Or any one in mine opinion, . 
When menthemſelues their ſecretes will reueale, * 
Enter a Meſſenger with a ktter.. 


Lor. Boy. 
Page. My Lord. 

Lor, Whats he? 

Hef. Thauc aletterto your Lordſhip. 
Lor. From whence? 

e Hef, From Pedringano that's impriſoned, 
Lor. So, heis in priſon then? 

eeſ. I my good Lord. 

Lor, What would he with ys? 


He writes vs heere to ſtand good Land helpe himin diſtres, 


Tell him I haue his letters, know his minde. 
And what we may let him aſſure him of. 


Fellow,be gone, iy Boy ſhall follow thee. 


Ex Meſ,” 


This workes like waxe,yeronce more trie thy wits, 
þ Boy, 


OS ET TO IG BE BER thay 
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Boy,go conuaie this purſe to Pedringzn7, 
Thou knoweltthe prilon,cloſclic gue ic him? 
 Andbeaduiſde thacnone be there abour. 
Bid him be merrije (till, but ſecret: 
And though the Marſhall Sesſtons be to day, 
Bid him not doubr of his deliueric. 
Tell bim his pardon is alrcacic fignde, 
And thereon bid him boldly be relfolued; 
For were he readie to be turned off, 
As tis my will the yitermolt be ride? 
Thou with his pardon ſhalt attende himſiill, 
Shew him this Boxe, tell him his pardons ior, 
Burt opeat not, and ifthou loucſt thy lifes 
Butler hjm wiſely keepe his hopes vnknowne, 
He ſhall not want while Don Lorenzo liucs: away. 
Page. I goe my Lord, I runne. 4 
Lor. Bur firra,(ee that this be cleanly done. Ex# Page, 

Now ſtandes our fortune on a tickle point, 
And nowor neuer endes Lorenzo: doubts, 
. One onely thing is yneffcted yer, 
And thats to ſcerhe Executioner, 
But to what ende3T litt not truſt the aire 
With vtterance of our pretence therein, 
For feare the priuie whiſpering of the winde, 
Conuay our wordes amongſt vnfriendly cares, 
Thatliz roo open to aduantages. 

Et quel gue wegho Il neſſun te [a, 

Intendo w quel mi baſſara. 


Exit. 


Enter Boywith the Boxe. 

My Maiſter hath Grbidden me to looke in this boxe,and 
by my croth ris likely, if he had not warned me, I ſhould not 
| haue had fo much idle time:for we mens-kinde in our mino= 

, ritie,arelike women in their yncertaintie; that they are molt 
forbidden,they will ſoonelt attempt : ſol now , By wy bare 
honeſtie, heeres nothing but the bare emptic Box :; were it 
' - not 
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not finne againſt ſecrecie,1 would ſay it were a peeceof gens : 
tlemanlike knaverie.I mult go tro Pearingane,and tell him his 
pardon is in this boxe : nay, 1 would haue ſwornc it,had L not 
fecnethe contrarie. I cannot chooſe but ſmile to thinke, how 
the villaine will flout the gallowes, ſcorne the audience, and 
deſcant on the hangman, and all prefuming of his pardon 
from hence. Wiltnotbe an odde ieſt, for me to ſtand and 
grace cuery ieſt he makes, poynting my fingerat this boxe 
as who would Gay, mocke on, heeresthy warrant. Ift not a 
ſcuruicieſ}, that a man ſhould icſt himſelfe to death. Alas 
core Pedringano, I am in a ſort forie for thee; but if I ſhould, 
c hanged with thee, I cannot weepe. Exit. 

Enter Hieranimo and the Depitie. 
Hiero. Tus muſtwertoyle in other mens extreames, 

That know nothow to remedie our owne: 
And doe them iuſhce,when yniuſtly we, _ 
For all our wronges can compaſle no redreſle. 
Bur ſhall I never liueto: ſec the day, 
That I may come(by iuſtice of the heauens): . 
To know the cauſe that may my cares alay? 
T his royles my bodie, this conſumeth age, 
That onely I to all men inſt muſt be, 
And neither Gods nor men be iult tome. 

Dep. Worthie Hierarimo,your office askes. 
A care to puniſh fucl.as do tranſgreſle. 

Fiero. So ilt my ductie to regard his death, 
Who when he liued deſerued my deareſt blouds: 
Bute come, for that we came for,lets begin, 
For heere lies that which bids me to be gone: 

Emer Officers, B:y,and Pearingano,With a letter- 
in bis band bound, 

Do Briog foorth the Priſoner, forthe Court is ſets. 

Ped. Gramercic boy,butit was time to come, 
Forl had writttn to my Lord anew, 
A ncarec matter that concerneth him, 
For feaze his Lordſhip had forgotten me 

WE: > FS i 


Bur: 
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But fith he hath remembred me lo well, 
Come,come,come on,when ſhall we to this geere, 

Hiere. Stand foorth thou monſter,murderer of men, 
And heeretor ſatisfaRion of the worlde, 

Conteſle thy follic,and repent thy faulc, 
For ther's thy place of execution. 

Ped. This 1s ſhort worke,well,to yaur Marſhalſhip, 
Fir{t I confcfſe,nor feare I death therefore, 
Jam the man,twas ! ſlew Serberine, 

Bur fir, then you thinke this ſhalbethe place, 
Where we ſhall ſatisfie you tor this geare? 
Depu. I Pearingano. 
Ped. Now Ithinke not ſo. 
Hero, Peace impudent, for thou ſhalt finde itſo, 
For blou4 wich bloud, ſhall while I fit asjudge, 
Be latisf-d,and the law ditchargde. 
And though my ſelte cannot recciue the like, 
Yet will | ce that others haue their right, 
Diſpatch, the faults approued and conteſt, 
And by our law he is condemndco dic. 
Hang. Come on {ir,are youreadic? 
Ped Todo what iy fine officious knaue? 
Hang, To goto thisgeere. 
Ped.O ſir, you are to forward,thou would(t faine furniſh 
me with a haltcr,to disfurmiſh me of my habic, 
So I ſhould goe out of this gecre my rayment, incothat geere 
the rope, 
But he hs I py your knaucric,ile not chang with- 
out boot, thats flat, 

 #lang, ComeSir. 

Pea, So then I muſt vp. 

Hang. Noremedie, ; 
Pea. Yes,but there (ſhalbe for comming downe, 
Hi, Indeed heers a remedie for that. 

Ped. How? be turnd off. 

Hang. 1triely, come are you readie, 


I pray you fic diſpatch,the day goes away. Prde 
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Ped. What do you hang by the houre, if you do, I may 
chance to breake your olde cultome, WE * 
Hare. Faith you haue no reaſon, for Tam like to breake 
your yong neck. | ' 
Ped. Doelt thou mocke mee hangman, pray GodIlbe 
not preſcrued to breake your knaues pate for this. _ | 
Harg. Alas fir, yon are a foote too Jow toreache it and I 
hope you wil never grow ſo high whileI amin the office. 
Ped. Sirra,dolt ſee yonder boy with the box in his hand? 
Hang. Wharghe that points tot with his finger. ; 
Ped, I that companion. 
Harg. I know him not, but what of him? 
Ped, Doelt thou thinke to live till his olde dou 
make thee a new truſle? THESE 
Harg. 1, and manie a faire yeere after,totruſſe yp manie 
an hone(ter man then either thou or he, / 
Ped, What ,hath he in his boxe as thou thinkſt?' 
Hare. Faith I cannot tell,nor I cate not preatly. By 
Me thinke you ſhould rather hearken to your foules health; 
Ped. Why Sirra Hangman?] take it,that that is good for 
the body,is likewiſe good for the ſoule: and ic may be, 
in that boxe is balme for both. 
Hang. Well, thou art even the merrieſt peece of mans. 
eh that cre gronde at my office doore. 
Ped. Is your rogatic become an office with a knaues 
name? 
Hare. 1,and that ſhallall the witnes that ſee you ſcale ic 
with a theeues name, Es - 
Ped. I,prethee requelt this good companie to pray with 
me, 
a I marie ſir,this is a good motion; my maiſters,you 
ce heeres a good fellow. | 
Ped. Nay,nay, now Iremember mee, let themalonetill 
ſome other time, for now [| haue no great need. 
Hierc. Ihave not ſeene a wretch ſo impudent, 3d 


O moaſtcous runes where murdefs ſet ſo light, 


bletwill 
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And whete the ſoulethat ſhould be ſhrinde in heauen, 
Solelie delightes in imerdiQed things. 
- Still wandring in the thornie pallages, 
. Thac intercepts it ſelfe of happincedle. 
- Murder, O bloudie monſter, God forbid, 
A faulc ſo foule ſhould ſcape vnpuciſhed, 
Diſpatch and ſeethe execution done, 
This makes me to remember thee my fonne. Exir.Hieror 
Ped. Nay loft, nohaſt, 
Depu. Why, wherefore ſtay you, haue you hope of life? 
Ped. Why I. | 
Ped. Why Raſcallby my pardon from the king, 
Hang. Stand you on that, then you ſhal off with this. 
24 He tunes bum off, 
Depu, So executioner, conuay hin hence, 
But lechis bodic be vnburied, 
Let not the earth be choked or infec. 
With that which heauen contemnes and men neg!e&; 
Exeunt. 


Enter Hieronimo, 
Where ſhal I runne to breath abroad my woes 

My woes whoſe weight hath wearied the earth? 
Or mine cxclaimes that hauc ſurchargcd the aire, 
With ceaſlcs plaints, for my deceaſed /onne? 
The bluſtcing windes along with my words, 
 Atmy lament haue moued the leauelcſle trees. 
Diſroabde che medowes of theit floured greene, 
Made ntountaines marſh with ſp: ing tide of my tearcs,, 
. And broken through the braſen gates of hell, | 
Yet ſhll cormented is my tortured ſoule, 
With broken ſighes ;ndreſtles paſsions, 

That winged mouar, andhoucring in the aire. 
Bur atthe windowes of the brightelt heauens, 
Soliciting for iuſlice and revenge: 


Bur they are piaCtin choſe jmperiall heighteg. 


 whers: 
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Where countermurde with wailes of diamond, A” + 
I finde the place unpregaable, andthey, 
Refiit my woes, and giue my wordes no way, 
Enter Hangmen with a letter. 
Hang. O Lord fic, God bicfle you fic,the man fir Peteroade, 
Sir, hc thar was ſo full of merry conceites. 
Hiero/ Well, what of him? 
Hanz.' © Lord fir,he wentthe wrong way,thefellowe had 
a faire commilsion to the contrarie. Sir,heere is bis pals 
port, | pray you fir,we haue done him wrong. : 
Hiero, | warrant thee, giue it me. 
Hang. You wil Rand betweene the gallowes and me. 
Heero, 1,1. 
Hang. I thanke your L,worlhip, 
E xit Hangman, 
Hiro, Andyet though ſomewhat nearer me concernes; 
I wil co caſe the pgriefe chat I ſuſtaine, 
Taketruce with ſorrow while I read on this, 
My Lerd, I write as mine extreames requarae, 
T hat you would labour my delinerie: 
If you negleft ry life hoes 
Lind in my death I ſhalrexeale the troth, 
You know my L:rd, I ſue him for your ſake, 
LAna was confederate with the Prince and you, 
Wonne by rewardes and hopefull promiſes, 
T holge to murder Don Horatio too, 
Hutpe he to murder mine Horatzo, 
And aRors inth' accurſcd Tragedie, 
Walt thou Loarenzo,Balhazar and chou, | 
Ofwhom my ſonne, my ſonne deſeru'd fo well, 
Woaat haueT heard,what haue mine cies beheld? 
O ſacred heauens,may it come to paſſe, 
That ſuch a monſtrous and 4cteſted dced, 
So clolely ſinothered, and fo long conceald, 
Shall thus by this be venged or reneald. 
Now ſee I what I duslt not then ſuſpeR, 


That 
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That Bel-emperias letter was not fainde, 
Nor fained ſhe though faiſly they haue wrongde, 
Both her,my ſelfe, Horatio, and themlclues. 
Now may I make compare twixt hers andthis, 
Ofcueric accident, I neere could finde, 
Till now, and nowT feelingly perceive, 
T bey did what heauen vnpuniſhe would not leaue, 
O falle Lorenzo,arc theſe thy flattering lookes? 
Is this the honour that thou didſt my lonne? 
And Balthazar baneto thy ſoule and me, 
Was this the ranſome he reſeru'd thee for? 
Woe to the cauſe oftheſe conſtrained watres, 
Woe to thy baſeneſſe and caprtiuitie, 
Woe to thy birth,thy bodie and thy ſoule, 
- Thycurſed father, and thy conqueredſelfe: 
And band with bitter execrations be, 
T he day and place where he did pitie thee: 
But wherefore waſte I mine ynfruirful words? 
When naught but bloud wil ſatisfie my woes? * 
I wil go plaine meto the Lord the king, 
Andcry aloud for iuſtice through the court. 
Wearing the flifits with theſe my withered feete, 
And either purchaſe iuſtice by intreates, 
Octirethem al wich my reuenging threates, Ext. 
Enter Iſabell and her maid: | 
Ia. So that you ſay this hearbe wil purge thy eye, 
And this the head,ah but none of them wil purge the hearts 
No, theres no medicine left for my diſcaſe, 
Nor any philicke to recure the dead: 
She runnes lunaticke. 
Horatio, O wheres Eoratio? 
eHaide. Good madam,affright not thus your ſelfe, - 
With outrage for your ſonne Horatio. 
He ſleepes in quietin the Elizzar fields. 
Ia. Why did1 not giue you gownes and goodly thinges, 
Boughtyou a whiſtle and a whipRalke too z . 
Oo 
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To be reuenged on their villanies. 
eWHaid. Madame theſe humors do torment my ſoule, 
1/a, My ſoule, poore ſoule thou talkes of thinges 
Thou knowelt not what, my ſoule hath filuer winges, 
- Tharmounts me vp vato the highelt heauens. 
To heauen,lI there tits my Horato, 
Backt with a troupe of fierie Cherubines, 
Dauncin g about his newly healed woundes, 
Singing {weere hymnes and chaunting heavenly notes, 
Rare harmonie to greete his innocencie, 
That l1u'd:T,dyde a mirrourin our dayes, 
Bur ſay, where ſhall I finde the men, the murderers, 
That {Jew Horatio?whither ſhall I runne 
To finde them out, that murdered my ſonne? Exe. 
Bel-mmperia at a window. | 6 Am 
Bel. What meanes this outrage that is offred me? 
Why am I thus ſequeſtred from the Court? 
No notice, ſhall I not know the cauſe 
Of chis my ſecret and ſuſpirious ils? 
Accurled brother, ynkinde murderer, 
Why bendes thou thus thy minde to martir me? 
Hitronimo,why write I of thy wronges? 
Or why art thouſoſlacke in thy revenge? 
eAnarea, Oe Anarea,that thou lawelt, 
Me for thy friende Horatio handled thus, 
And him for me thus cauſeleſle murdered. 
We!ll,force perforce, I muſt confiraine my lelfe, 
To patience,and applie me to the time, 
Till heauen(as I haue hoped) ſhall ſerme free. 
| Enter Chriſt ophil. | 
Chrif: Come Madame Bel-mperia,this may not be. 
| \ Exrenants-; 
Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar and the Page. 
Zor. Boy,talke no further,thus farre thinges go well, 
Thowart aſſurde that thou ſaweſt him dead? IN 


Page, Qi cls my Lord Lliue nots 
age, Qu els my Loyd Ge 4M 
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Lo, That's enough. 
As for his reſolution 11 his ende,- 
Leave rhactto him with whom he ſoiourns no;yv: 
Heere,take my Ring,and giue it Chriſtophull, 
And bid him fee my filter bh enlarg'd, 
And bring her hicher (trajghe, Exu Pare. 
T his thar | did was fora pollicie, 
Toſmooth and keepe the murder ſecret, 
Which at a nine daies wonder being orc-blowne, 
My gentle 6ſter will I now enlarge. 
Bal. And time Lorenzo,for my Lord, the Duke, 
Youheard enquired for her yeſter-night. 
| _ Lor. Why? and my Lard,l hope you heard me ay, 
Sufficient realon,why ſhe kept away, 
But chats all one,imy Lord,you loue her? 
Fol. 1-5 by 
Lor. Then in your loue beware,deale cunningly, 
Saluc all ſuſpitions,onely ſooth me yp: 
And it ſhe hapto (tand on tearmes with vs, 
As for her tweete-hart,and concealement ſo, 
; Jeſt with her gently, vnder fainedieſt 
Are thinges concealde thatels would breed yareſtz 
Buthcere ſhe coines. 
Enter 'Bel-imperia. 
Lyr. Nevy filter, 
Bel. Silter,no thou art no brother, but an enemie, 
Fls wouldit chou nor haue vide thy ſiſter ſo; 
Fult,*o aftright me with thy weapons drawne, 
And with extreames abuſe my companic: 
An1chen to hurrte me like whiclewindes rage, 
Amid!t acrew of chy contederates: | 
And clap me vp where none might come at me, 
 Nogl at any,toreucale my wrongs. * 
Wat mad-liog turie did poſletTe chy wits? 
Oc wherein 1!t that I offended thee? | 
Lor. Aduile you beter Bel-mperia, 
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For I haue done you no diſparagement: 
Valefle by more diſcretionthen deſerv'd, 
I foughtto ſane your honour and mine owne. 
Bel. Mine honour, why Lirenz2,where in iſt 
That I neglc& my reputation ſo, 
As you,or anie necde to reicue it? 
Ler. His highnefſe and my father were reſold, 


To come conferre witholdc Hzeroaimo, 
Concerning certainc matters of eſtate, 


Thac by che Viceroy was determined, 
Bel. And wherein was mine honour toucht.in that? 


Bal. Haue patience Bel-imperia,heare the reſt, 

Lor. Me next in fight as meſſenger they lent, 
To giue him notice that they were fo nigh; + 
Now when I came conlorted with the Prince, 
And vnexpeQedin an Arbourthere, 
Found Bel-imperia with Horatio. 

Bel. How than? 

Lor. Why then remembring that olde diſgrace, 
Which you for Don eAnarea had indurde, 
And now werelikely longer to ſuſtaine, 
By being found fo meanly accompanied: 
Thought rather, for I know no readicr meane, 


To thruſt Horan foorth my fathers way. | 
Bal. And carrie you obſcurelic ſome where els, 


Leaſt that his highneſſe ſhould haue found youthere; |, 
Bel. Euen lo my Lord, and youare witnefle, 
Thatthis is true which he intreateth of. | 
Youſ gentle brother )forgedthis for my ſake, 
| And you my Lord, were made his in{lruments 
A worke ofworth, worthy the noting too. _ 
But whats the cauſe that you conceald me fn. 


Lor. Your melancholy Silter ſince the newes, 
Of your firſt fauotite Den eAndreas death, 
My fathers olde wrath hath exaſperate, 


Bal, And beiter wat for you being in diſgrace, 
AE G 2 | To 
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To abſent your ſelfe and giue his furie place. 

Bel. But why had I no notice of his irc? ; 
Lor. That were to adde more fewellto your fire, 
Who burnt like Aetna for Andreas loſle. 

| Bel. Hathnotmy father then enquirde for me? 
Ly. Siſter he hath,and thus excuſdel thee. 
He whiſpereth in h1s care. 

But Bel-wwperia, (ee the gentle Prince, 
Looke on thy Loue, behold young Balthazar, 
Whole pasſions by thy preſence arc increalt, 
And in whoſe melancholie thou mailt ſee, ; 
T hy hate, his loue: thy flight, his following thee, 

Bel. Brother,you are become an Oratour, 
I know not I, by what experience, 
Too polliticke for me,paſt all compare, 
Sincelalt I ſaw you : but content your ſelfe, 
The Prince is meditating higher thinges. 
* Bal. Tis ofthy beautie then, that conquers Kinges, 
Of thole thy treiles Ariadnertwines, 
Wherewith my libertie thou halt ſurpriſde, 
Of that thine ivoric front my ſorrowes map, 
Wherein | ſee no hauen toreſt my hope. 

Bel. Tolouc,and feare,and both at once my Lords 
In my conceite,arethinges of more import | 
Then womens wits are to be buſted with. 

Bal, Tis I that loue. 

. Bel. Whom? 

Bal. Bel-imperia. 

Bel. Bur I that fearc, 

Bal. Whom? 

Bel. Bel-tmperia. 

Lor, Fea Lis ſelte? 

Bel. 1 brother. 

Lor. How? 


Zal- Then faireglet Bathazar your keeper be. 


(looſe. 
Bel, As thoſe,that when they loue, are loath, and feareto 


 Beb, 
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Bel. Balthazar doth feare as well as wes 
Eſt tremulo me tu pauidem innxere timoren, 4 
Et vanum ſtolide proditionts opus. \ Exile 
Lox. Nay,and you argue thinges ſo counningly, 
Weele goe continue this diſcourſe at Court. 
Bal. Ledbythe load(tar of her heaucnly lookes, | 
Wendes poore oppreſſed Balthazar, 
As ore the mountaines walkes the wanderer, 
In certaineto effeR his Pilgrimage, Exeunt, 
Enter two Portingales,arnd Hieronimo meetes thems. - 
s Byyourleaue br. NY 
Hero. Good leauc have you :nay,Ipray you goe, 
For llc leaue you,if you can leaue me (o, 
2 a * 5 which is the way to my Lathe Dukes. 
Eero. The next way from me. 
x Tohis houſe we meane. 
Eero. Ohardby, tis yon houle that you ſee, 
2 Youcould not tell vs if his Sonne were there. / 
Hitro. Who,my Lord Lorenzo? » 
IT TISir. 
He goes in at one doore and comes out at another. | 
20. Oh forbeare,for other talke for vs far fitter were, = 
But if you be importunate to know, 
The way to him, and whereto finde him out, | 
Thealitt co me,and Ilercfolue your doubt, 
Thereis a path vpon yourleit hand fide, 
T hat leadeth from a guiltie conſcience, 
Vaeo aforreſt of diſtruſt and feare, 
A darkeſome place and dangerousto paſſe, 
Therc ſhall you mecte with melancholic thoughts, 
Whoſe balctull humours if you but ypholde, - 
Ir will condut you to diſpaire and deathy 
Whole rockie cliffes, when you haue once beheld, 
Within a bugie dale of laſting night, 
That kindled with the worldes iniquities, 


Doſtcalt vp filthic anddeteſted fumes, - 


_ 
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Not farte from thence where murderers hauc built, 
A habitation for their curſed ſoules: 
Thercin a bcazen Caldcon fixt by owe, 
In his fell wruch vpon a ſulpher lamet 
Yourſclu:s ſhalfiade Zireazo bathing him, 
In boyling lead and bloud of innocents, 
x Ha,ha,ha. 
Hiero. Haha,hazwhy ha,ha,ha. Farewell good ha,hagha, 
Exit. . 
2 Doubtlestliis man is paſsing lunaticke, ; 
Or inperfeion of his age doth make him dote, 
Come,lets away to ſceke my Lord the Duke. 
Enter Fiteronthowith a Poryard m one hand, 
ana 4 Rope inthe other. 

Hier, Now fir, perhaps I come and ſcethe King, 
The king ſees me, and faine would heare my ſute; 
Why is not this a ſtrange and ſeld ſeene thing, 
Thartandersby with toyes ſhould ſtrike me mute, 
Go too, I ſee their ſhiftes,and ſay no more. 

Hier. tistime forthee to trudge, 

Downe by the dale that flo:ves with purple gore, 
Standeth a firie Tower, there bcs a iudge, 

Vpon aſeate of ſtcele and molten braile: 

And tewixt his tecth he holdes a fire-brand, 

Thar leades yntothe lake where hell doth ſtand. 
Away Hieronim»,to him be gone: 
 Heele do thee juſtice for Heorarios death . 

Turne downe this path,thou ſhalt be with him Rraight, 
Or this, and then thou need(t not take thy breath. 
'T his way,or that way : ſoft and faire not lo; 
For if I hang or kill my ſelfe,lets know 
Who will reuenge Horatio mutther then? 
No,no,fie,no : pardon me, Ile none of tharz 
' He flinges away the dagger and haher. 
This way Ile take, and this way comesthe King, 
s  Hetakgs them wp againe, 


The Spaniſh Trazedie. 


And herelle haue a fling at him thats flat, 
And Balthazar Ile be with thee to bring. 
And thee Lorenzo,heeres the King,nay tay, 
And hcere,I heere,there goes the hare away. 
Emer King, Embaſi«dour,Caſtile and Lorenzo; 
XK'mo. Now ſhew Embaſſadour what our Viceroy faith, 
Hath he recciu'd the articles we ſent? 
Hiero. luſtice,O iuſtice to Hieronimo. 
Lyr. Backe,ſceſt thou not the King is buſie? 
Hiero, O,is he ſo? 
King. Whois he that interrupts ont buſigeſle? 
Hiero. Not I, Hieronimo beware,goe by, goc by. | 
Embaſ. Renowned King,he hath receiued and read, 
Thy Kingly proffers,and thy promilt leaguez 
And as a man extreamely ouer-ioyd, 
To heare his Sonne ſo princehe entertaind, 
Whole death he had ſo ſolemnly dewaild. 
This for thy further ſatisfaQtion, 
And kingly loue,he kindly lets thee know, ' 
Firſt, for the marriage of his Princely Sonne, 
With Bel-mperia thy beloued Neece, 
The newes arc more delightfull to his ſoule, 
Then myrrh or incenſe to the offended heauens. 
Jn perſon therefore will he come him (elfe, 
To lee the marriagerites ſolemnized, 
Andin the preſence of the Court of Spaine, 
To knit a {a inexplicable band, 
Ot Kiagly loue,and ecuerlaſting league, 
Berwixt the Crownes of Spaine and Portingale, 
There will he giue his Crowne to Bakhazar, 
And make a Queene of Bel-imperia. 
King. Brother, how like you this our Vice-roies loue? 
Cafe No doubt my Lordi is an argument FE gp 
Othonourable care to keepe his friend, 
And wondrous zeale to Bahazar his Sonnes 
Nor am L leaſt indebted to his grace, 
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That bendes his liking to my daughter thus. 

Emb. Now laſt(dread Lord)heere hath his highnes ſent, 
Although he ſend not that his ſonne returne, 
His ranſome due to Dor Horatio. 

Hiero. Horatio, who calles Horatio? 

Kmg. And well remembred,thanke his Maieſtie, 
Heere,ſee jt giuen to Horatio. 

Here. Jultice,O iuſtice,iuſtice gentle King} 

King. Who is that? Hieronme. 

Hiere. luſtice,Oiuſtice, Omy ſonne,my ſonne, 
My Sonne whom naught can ranſome or redeeme. 

Lor. Hieronimo, you are not well aduiſde. 

Hiero, Away Lorenzo, hinder me no more, 
For thou haſt made me bankrupt of my bliſſe: 
Giue me my ſonne,you ſball not ranſome him. 
Away, lle rip the bowels of the earth, 

He aiggeth with his dagger. 

And ferrie ouer to th'Elizian plaines, 
And bring my Sonne to ſhew his deadly woundes. 
Stand from about me, Ile make a pickaxe of my poniard, 
And heere ſurrender vp my Marſhalſhip: 
For lle goe marſhall vp the feendes in Hell, 
To be auenged on-you all for this. 

Kin. What mcanes this outrage?willnoneof you reſtraine 

his furie, 

Hiero. Nay ſoft andfaire,you ſhall not neede to firive, 
Needes mult he goe that the diuels drive. Exit. 

King. What accident hath-hape to Hierunime? 
T haue not ſeenc him to demeane him lo. 

Loy. My gratious Lord,he is with extreame pride, 
Conceiued of young Herario his Sonne, 
And couctous of hauing to hiimſelte, 
The ranſome of the young Prince Balbzzar, 
DiſraRt, and in a manner lunaticke. 

King. Belceuc me Nephew we are ſorie forty 
Ts js the loug that Fathers hearg their ſonnes: 


a 
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But gentle brother,gogiue tohim thisgold, = 
The Princes ranſome,let him haue his due, - 
For what he hath Horatio ſhall not want, 
Happily Hieronim+ *ath'neede thereof. 
Lor- Butithe be thus hapleſlie diſtraR, 
Tis requiſite his office be reſignde, 
And giuento one of more diſcretion. 
King. Weſhallincreaſe his melancholly fo, 
Tis belt we ſee further in itfirſts 
T ili when,our ſelfe will exempt the place. 
And brother,now bring inthe Embaſladour, 
T hat he may be a witnelle of the match, 
Twixt Balraazar and Bel-imperia. 
And that we may prefxe a certaine time, 
Whercin the marriage ſhalbe ſolemnized, 
T hat we may haue thy Lord the Vice-roy heere. 
Emb. T herein your highneſle highly ſhall contene 
His Maieſtie,that longes toheare from hence. 


Kin. On them,and heare you Lord Embaſſadaur, 


Enter Hieronimo With a Booke mn his hand, 
Unaditt a mibi. 
I, heauen will be reuenged of cueric ill, 
Nor will chey ſuffer murder yarepaide: 
Then ſtay Hieronimo,attende their will, 
For mortall men may not appoint their time. 
Per ſcelus ſemper tutum eſt ſceleribus iter. 
Strike, and ſtrike home, where wrong is offered thee, 
For cuils vatoils conduRors be, _ 
And death's the worſt of relolution: 
For he that thinkes with patience to contend, 


To quiet life,his life ſhall eaſily ende. 
Fata ſi miſer:5 tunant habes ſalutem, 
Futa ſt vitam negant ho.abes ſepulchrum, 

If dettinic diy mileries doc ealc, 


Then hefbwinebeahkiyindbeppee RR,  - 11 
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Exceunt. 
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' Tfdeſliniedenie thee life Hicronimo, 
Yet ſhalt thoube aſſured of atombe; 
It neither, yet let this comfort be, 
Heauen couereth him that hath no burial. 
And to conclude, I will reuenge his death, 
But how?not as the vulgar wits of men, 
With open, but incuitable ils: | 
As by aecret, yet a certaine meane, 
Which vnder kindeſhip will be cloked belt. 
Wiſe men will cake their oportunitie, 
Cloſely and ſafely ficting thinges rotime. 
But inextreames yauntage hath no time. 
And therefore al times fit not for reuenge? 
T hus therefore will I relt me in yarelt, 
Diſlembiing quiet in vaquietnes, 
Not ſcemiog that I know their villanies, 
4 bat my ſunplicitic may make them thinke, 
Thatignorantly I willlet all flip : 
For 1gnorance I vor, and well they know, 
Remedum malorum mrs eſt . 
Nor ought auailes it me to menacethem, 
Whoas a wintrie ſtorme vpon a plaine. 
Will beare ine downe with their nobilitie. 
No,no, H:ronmo,thou mult enioyne 
T hine cies ro obſeruation, and thy tongue, 
To milder ſpeeches, then thy ſpirits affoords, 
Tby heart ro paticnce,and thy handesto reſt, 
Thy Capve to curtelic,and thy knee to bow, _ 
Til corevenge thou _ ara aps ta ; 
' nb, what noiſe, what coile is that you keepe 
m—_— ; : e A noiſe wither. 
Enter a Sernaunt. 

Ser. | Heere are a {ort of poore Petitioners, 
That ate inportunate and it ſhall pleaſe you far, 
That you ſhould plead their caſes tothe king. 

Hiro, That.I ſhould plead their ſeucrall aftions, 

Why ket them enter,andlet me fee them, Enter 


7s 


The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
Enter three Citizens and an olde man. 
x Soltell you this for learning and for law, 
T heres not any aduocatc in Spaine, 
Thar can preuaile,or will take halfe the paine, 
Thar he will in purſuit ofequitie. 
Hiero. Come neere you mea that thus impottune me, 
Now mw beare a face of grauitie 
For this I y{de before my marſhalſhip, 
To plead incauſes as Corrigedor. | 
Comeon firs, whats the matter? 
2 SiranacQtion, 
Huro. Ot Batterie? 
x Mine of debt. 
Hicro. Gwe place. 
2 No (ir, mincis an ation of the caſe. 
3 Mean Fjie&ion firma by a Leaſe, 
Hiero. Concent you ſirs,are you determined, 
Thac I ſhould plead your ſeuerall actions? 
x Ifir,and heeres mydeclaration, 
2 Andheere is my band. . 
3 And heere is myleaſe | They giue him payers; 
Hiero. But wherefore ſtands yon filly man lo mute? / 
With mournfull eyes and handes to heauen vpreard? / 
Come hither father, let me know thy caule. / 
Senix, O worthy fir,my caule but ſlightly knowne, 
May mooue the hartes of warlike Myrmydons, / 
And melt the corficke Rockes with ruthfull reares 
Hero. Say Father,tell me whatsthy ſute? 
Senix. No fir, could my woes 
Giue way vnto my mol? diſtresfull wordes, 
Then ſhould I not inpaper as you ſee, | 
With incke bewray, what bloud began in me. 
Hieroe. Whats heere? The humble lupplication, 
Of Don Baxzulto for his murdred Sunne. 
Senzx. |] (ir? | 
Hiero, No fir,it was my —_— Sonne,oh my ſonn 
= 


——_— 
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My ſonne, oh my fonne Horatio. 
But mine,or thine, Bakbazar be content. | 
Heere,take my handkercher and wipe thine cies, 
Whules wretched Lin thy miſhaps may ſee, 
Thy lively portra of my dying ſelfe, 

+ * Hedraweothout a bloudy naphen. 
Ono not this, Horatio this was thine, 
And whey I dide it in thy deareſt bloud, 
T his was a token twixc: tby loule and me, 
T hat of thy death reuengedI ſhould be. 
Bur heere,take this, and this, what my purſe? 
I this andthar,and all ofthem are thine, 
For all as one are our extremeties: 

1 Oki.fceche kindneſle of Hirronimo. 
This gentlenes ſhewes him a Gentleman, 
Hwure. Ser,ſee,oh fee thy ſhame Hicronmo, 
See heere a louing Father ro his ſonne: 
Beholde the forowes and the lad lamentes, 
That he delivered for his ſonnes deceaſlc. 
If loues efteRts (o (irives in l:flcr thinges, 
It love enforce ſuch mandes in meaner wits, 
If louc expreſle ſuch power in poore eſtates: 
Hiero:1mo, when as a raging Sea, 
T olt with the winde and tide ore turneſt then 
The ypper billowes caurſc of wauesto keepe, 
Winlet(t leſſer waters labour in the deepe. 
Then ſhameſt thou not Hierorimo tonegleR, 
T he lweete reuenge of thy Horatio? 
Thonghon this earth 1iſhce will not be found: 
Jle downe to hell, and in chis pasfion, 
Knocke at the diſmal Orcs ot Plutos Court, 
' Getting by force as once Alcides, 
A troupe of furies and cormenting hagges, 
To torture Din Loews and the reſt, 
Yet leaſtthe triple headed porter ſhould, 
Neme my p Mage rothe limic trond; | 
The T kyacian Poe thou ſhalt counterteics Come 
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Come olde Father be my Orpb:us. 
Andifchou cant no notes yponthe Harpe, - 
Then found the burder ofthe fore hartes griefe, 
T ill we do gaine that Proſerpine may graunt, - 
Reucnge on them that murdredmy Sonne, | 
Then will I rent andteare them thus and thus, - ! / 
Shiucring thcirlimmes in pecces with my teeth, / 
| * T eare the papers, 
x Ohfir my Declaration. | 
Exu Hieronimo and they after. 
2 Sauc my bond. | 
Emer Hiicronimo. 
2 Sauce my Bond. 
3. Alas my Leaſe,itcoſt me ten pound, 
And you my Lord haue torne the lame. 

Hero, T hat can not be,l gaue it neuer a wound, 
Shew me onedrop of blood fall from the ſame: 
How is it posfible I ſhould Nlaic it then? 

Tuſh no,runge after,catch me if you can. 


Exeunt all but the olde man. 
Bazulto remaines till Hicronimo enters apaine, 
who ſtaring him in the face ſpeaketh 


Hiero. And artthou come Horario from the deapth) 


To aſke for iuſtice in this vpper earth? 

Tortell thy father thou art ynreuengde, 

To wring more tcares from /ſabellas ey es! 

Whoſe lightes are dimd with over-long lamentes. 
Goe backe iy Sonne,complaine to Eacus, 
For heeresno iultice, gentle Boy be gones 
For iaftice is exiled trom the earth : 

Hzerowmo will beare thee companie. 

Thy mother cries on rightcous Redamant, 

For juſt revenge againlt che murderers. 


Hzro, But let me looke on my Horatio: 


Sivecte Boy art thouchang'd in deaths blacke ſhade? 


Senex. Alas my L. whence ſpringes this troubled ſpeech? 


Fad 
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Had Proſerpine no pitic on thy youth? 
Bur tuffered th Fire crimſon Jn edi ſpring, 

With withered winter to be blaſtedrhus? 

Foratio, thou art older titen thy father: 

Ah ruthleſſe father,that fauour thus transformes, 

Baz, Ahmy good Lord, l amnot your young ſonne, 

Hiero., What, not my ſonne,thou then a furie art, 
Sentfrom the emptic Kingdome of blacke night, ' 
Tolummon me co make appearence 
Before grim Jynes and iuſt Razamant, 

To plague Hicronimo that is rewille, 
And ſeekesnot yeageance for f/eratios death, 

Baz, Tam agreenedman,and not a Ghoſt, 
That came for iultice for my murdered ſonne. 

Hiere, I,now I know thee, now thou nameſt my ſonne, 
Thou artthe liuely image of my griefe, 
Within thy tace my ſorrowes 1 may ſee. 

Thy eyes are gum'd with teares,thy cheekes are wan, 
Thy forehead troubled,and thy muttering lips 
Murmutre fad wordes abruptly broken off, 

By force of windie ſ1ghes thy ſpiric breathes, 
And allthis forrowrifeth for thy Sonne: 

And felte {ame forrow feele 1 for my Sonne. 
Come in olde man,thou (ſhalt to [/abell, 
Leane on my arme;I thee,thou mr, ſhalt ſtay, 
And thou,and I, and ſhe will fing a ſongs 
Three partes ia one, but all of dilcordes fram'd, 
'Talke not of cordes,butler vs now be gone, 

For with 2 cord Huratio was ſl aine. E-vennt. 
Enter Kine of Spainetive Duke,Uice-roy,t1d Lorenzo, 
Balthazc', Don Pedrogand Bel. peri. 

Xing, Goe brother it is the Duke of Caſiiles cauſe, ſalute 
the Ue-roy in our name. 

C2ſtile, I goe, 

Vice. Goe toorth Don Pedro for thy Nephewes fake, 
And grecte the Duke of Caſtile. 
— Pedro, Ieſhall be fir, 


Kng. 


S 
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Kins. And now to meete theſe Portaguile, 

For as we now aregſo ſometimes were theſe, | 
Kinges and commanders of the Welterne /ndier, 
Welcome braue Vice-roy to the Court of Spaine, 
And welcome all his honourable train: | 
Tis not yaknowne to vs,for why you come, 
Or haue fo kingly croſt the Seas: 

Suffiſech it in this we nore the troch, 

And morethen common loue you lend to vs 
So is it that mine honourable Neece, 
For ic beſcemes vs now that it be knowne, 
Alreadieis betroth'd to Balthirzay: 

And by appointment and our condiſcent, 
To marrow are they to be married. 
To dys intent we encectaine thy ſelfe, 
Thy followers, their pleatfure, and our peace? 

Spcake men of Portingale, ſhall it be fo? 

If L,fay ſo; it nor,fay flacly no. 
Vue, RenowmedKing,I come not as thou thinkſt, 
With doubcfull followers, vareſolued men, 

Bur ſuch as haue vpon thine articles, 
Confirmed thy motion,and contented me, 
Know Soucraiene, | come to ſolemnize 


The marriage of thy beloued Neece, 


Faire Bel-imperia with my Balthazar. 

Wich thee my Sonne, whom ſth I liue to ſee, 

Heere take my Crowne, aj it her and thees 

And ler me liue a folitaric life, 

In cealeleſle praiers, | 

Tothinke how ſtrangelie heauen hath thee pre 
Kinz. See brother, lee, hoy nature (triucs in him, 

Come worthie Vice-roy, and accompanic + | 

Thy friend, with thine extremities: 

A p'/ace more priuate fite this Princely mad. 


[ice, Oc heerz,or where your Highnes thinks it god, 


Exeunt all but Caf: and Loy. 


ſerued, Mo 


| 
| 


Caf: Nay tay Lorenzo,let me talke with you, 6Q Seeſt / 
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Seeſt thou this entertainment of theſe Kinges? 
Lor. Ido my Lord,and ioy to {ce the fame. 
Caf. And knowelt thou why this meeting is? 
L:r.: For her my Lord, whom Balthazar doth loue. 

Andto confirme their promiſed marriage. 

Caf, She is thy filter. 
L:r. Who Bel-mperia, | my gratious Lord, 

And this is the day,that I haue longd ſo happilic to ſee. 
Caſ. Thou wouldit bc loath thar any fault of thine, 

Should intercept her in her happineſle. 

L:r. Heauens will notlet Lorenzo erre ſo much, 
Caf. Why then Lorenzalilten to my wordes. 

It is ſuſpe&ed,and reported too, 

T hat thoy Lorenzo wrongſt Hieronims, 

And in his ſuites towardes his Maicllic, 

| Still keepſt him backe,and ſeekes to crofle his ſute. 
Lor. Thatl my Lord? 

Caf: I tell thee Sonne,my ſelfe have heard it ſaid, 
When to my forrow I haue been aſhamed 
Toanſwere for thee,though thou art my Sonne, 
Lorenzo,knoweſt thou not the common lcuc, 

And kindnes rhat Hieronimo hath wonne, 
By his deſertes within the Court of Spainc? 
Oc ſcelt thounot the K. my brothers carc, 
In his behalfe, and to procure his health? 
Lorenz»,ſhould(t thouthwart his paſs ions, 
And he exclaime againlt thee tothe King, 

What honour wertin this aſſemblie, 

Or what a ſcandale wert among the Kinges, 

' Toheare Hierenimo exclaime on thee. 

Teil me,and looke thou tell me truely too, 
| Whence growesthe ground of this report in Court 
Lov. My L. it lies not in L:renza: power, 
To ſtop the vulgarliberall oftheir tongues: 
A imill aduantage makes a water breach, 
And no manlivesthat long contenteth all. 


4+ My (elte haue ſegnc thee bulieto keepe back, Him 
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Hir and his ſupplicationsfrom the king, 
Lor. Your (clte my L. hathſeene his paſsions, 

That ill beſe-mde the preſence of a king, 

And for I putticd himjn his ciſtreſle, "0e4 

I held him thence with kind and curtuous wordes, 

As tree from malice to Hirorimo, 

As to my loule my Lord, 
Caf: Hieronimo my ſonne, miſtakes thee then. | 
Lor, My gratious father, beleuc me ſo he doth 

But whats a (illie man diftrat in minde. 

T othinke ypon the murder of his ſonnes 

Alas, how cafe is it for him toerre? 

But for his ſatisfaRion and the worldes, 

T were good my L. that Hieronimo and I, 
Were reconcilde,if he miſconfter me. 
Caf. Lorenzothou halt laid,it ſhalbe ſo, 
Goc one of you and cell Fieronimo, 
Enter Balthazar and B:l-imperia, 
Bu, Come Bel-imperia, Balthazars content, 

My torrowes eaſe and loueraigne of my bliſle, 

Sith heauen hath ordainde thee ro be mine: 

P'perie thoſe cluudes and melancholie lookes, __ 

And cleere them vp wich thoſe thy ſunnebright cies, 

Wherzin my hope and heauens faire beautic lies, - 
Bel. My lookes my Lord,are ficting for my loue, 

Whichnew begun,can ſhew no brighter yet, EE 3 
Bl. New kindled flames ſhould burne as morning ſunne, : 

Bel. But not too talt, leaf heate, and all be done» | 

I ſcemy Lord my father. 
Sal. Truce my love, [ will go ſalute him. It 
C'// Welcome Balthazar welcome braue Prince, 

The p!:dge of (aſtules peace; / 

An: welcome Bel-maeria:how now gitle? / 

Wy commeſt thou (adlie to ſalute ys thus? TH 2 

Co: rent thy ſelte,for T am ſatisfied, / I 

Ic 5 uor now as when eArdrealiu'd, | 
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W-: han: forgotten and forginen that, 
Aad thou arc graced with a hopier louc, 
But Baithaz,wr hecre comes Huronims, 
| Le hauca word with him. 
| Enter Hieronimo and a Seruanty 
Hicro. And wheres the Duke? 
Ser. Yonder. 
Hier. Fuen fo t what new deuice haue they deuiſed tro? 
Pocas Palabras,milde as the Lambe, 
It I wil be reucngde? no, I am not the man, | 
Caf. Welcome fwronms. 
Lor. Welcome Huronimo, 
Bal. Welcome Hieronimo. 
Hieroe. My Lordes I thanke you for Horatio, 
Caſe Hieronimo, the reaſon that ] ſent. 
To ſpcake with you is this. 
Hzero. What, lo ſhort? 
T hen ile begone I thanke you fort. 
Caſ. Nay, ſtay Hieronims, go call him ſonne. 
Lor. Hiero. My father craues a word with you, | 
Hire. With me ſir?why my LI chought you had done. 
Lor. No, would he had. (Sonne, 
Caſe Hieronimo, | heare you find your ſelfe agreeucd at my 
Becaule you hauenot acceſſe ynto the king, 
And ſay tis he that intercepts your ſutes. 
Hveero, Why, is vot this a miſerable thing my Lord? 
Caf. Hieronimo, | hope you haue no caule, 
And would be loth that one of your dele:ts, 
Should once haue reaſon co ſuſpe my Sonne, 
Conſidering how I thinke of you my lite. 
Hers, Your ſonne Lorenzo, whom my noble Lord? 
The hope of Spaine, minc honourable friend? 
Graunt ine the combat of them,if they dare. 
Drawes out his [rrord. 
Jle meetehim face to face to tell me fo. | 


T hele be che ſcandalousreportes of ſuch, x 
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Ax loues not me,andhate my Lord too much. 
Shoul.{I ſuſpe& Lorenzo would preuent, 
Or croſſe my ſute, that loued my ſonne ſo well. 
Ny Lord, I am aſhamed it ſhould be faid. 
Lor. Hierenimo,] never gave you caule. 
Hiero. My good Lord, I know you did not. 
Caf. There then pauſe, & forthe fatisfaRion of the 
Flierunimo trequent my, homly houſe, , 
The Duke cf Callile Ciprians ancient ſeate, 
And when thou wilt, vſe me;my ſonne,and its 
But heere before Prince Balthazar and me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfe& friendes. 
Hicro, Tmarrie my Lord, and ſhall. 
Friendes(quoth he)fee, lebefriendes with you allz 
Specially with you my louely Lord, 
For divers caules i: js fat for vs, 
Thar we be friendes,the world is ſuſpitious, 
And men may thinke what we imagine not. 
Bal. Why this is friendly done Hieronimo.. 
Lor. And that I hope olde grudyes are forgor. 

Hzyero. What els,it were a ſhame it ſhould not be ſos 
Ca/. Come on Hieronimo at my requelt, 
Letvs intreate your companieto daie, Exeunts 

Hz:ero, Your Lordſhips to commaund, 
Pha : keepe your way. 
e11:.Chimi fa? Pui Correzz4 Che non ſul 
T radito niba ctrade yule. 


world, 


Ext. 


Enter Ghoſt and Renenges 
ho 


Awake Eriftha,Carberus awake, 
Sollicite Pluto gentle Proſerpine, 
To combat Allinah and Er:chus in hell, 
For neerd by Stix andPhlegeton: 
Nor fecrried C:ron to the fieri lakes, 
Such feargfull Gghts,as poore eAnadrea ſee? Fee.” 
BEL RK =o | Reuenge 
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exenge awake. 

| "DAT Awake, for why? ; 

. Ghoſt. Awake Renenge, Ge thou art ill aduiſde, 

To leepe;away,what,thou art warnde to watch. _ 
Renenge. Contentthy felfe and do not trouble me, 
Ghoſt. Awake Rexenge, if loue as louc hatch hag, 

Haue yecthe poweror preuailance in hell, 

Hieronmo with Lorenzo is joynde in league, 

And interceps our paſſage torcuenge: : 

Awake Renenge, or we are woc begone, (vpon, 

Rener. Thus worldlinges ground what they hauc drcamd 

Content thy ſelfe Andrea,though Ilcepe, 

Yet is my mood fo'iciting their loules, 

Sufficeth thee that pore Hicronimes 

Cannot forget his fonne Horatio: 

Nor dies R:uenze,although he (leepe awhile, 

For in vnquiec, quictneſle is found: 

And henbding is acommon worldly wile, 

B-holde Andrea tor an inſtance how, 

Renenge hath ſlept,and then imagine thou, 

 Whartisto be ſubicA todeſtinic. 

Enter a dum ſhew. | 
Ghoſt. Aweke Remenge, reucalethis miſterie. 
'K-nenge. The two farlt the nuptiall corches boarey 

As bright burning as the mid-daies ſunne; 

Bur atterchem doch Himen hie as faſt, 

Clothed in fable,and a Saffron robe, | 

And blowes them og;,and quencheth them with bloud, 

As dilcontent thitthinges continue ſo, = 

Gyoſt, Suffigedh we bo meanings vnderſtod, 

And thankes to thee and choſe 1nternall powers, 

| Tharwill notcollerate a loucrs woe, 

 Re'tthee,for I wil! fit ro fee the reſt, 

Rexenge, 'T hen argue nor, for thou haſt thy requeſt, 


E xcunt, 
; AQtus 


- 
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ACTVS QVARTVS. 


Enter Bcl-imperia and Hieronimo, 


Be!-imperia. 
© this the loue tho! bearlt Horatio? 
if s this the kind:1cs that thou counterfeites? 
Arethele the fruices of thine inceflant tcares? 
H'teremmo, are thele thy pasfi00s? 
Thy proteſt acions,and thy deepe lamentes, 
T ha: thou wert wont to wearic men withall? 
O vnkind Father,O deceitfull worlde, 
With what excules can{t hou ſhew thy ſelfe? 
With what diſhonouz, and the hate of meng 
From this diſhonour and the hate of menz 
Thus to negleR the life and lolle of him, | 
Whom borh my letters, and thine owne belicfe, 
Aſlures thee to be cauſelcfle ſlaughtered? - 
#7terorimo, tor ſhame Hieronmo, 
Be not a hiſtoric to after rimes, 
Of ſuch ingratitude vnto thy Sonne. * 
Vohappie Mother of ſuch children thene 
But monſtrous Fathers,to forget ſo ſoone 
The death of thoſe, whom they with care and coſt; 
Haue tendred ſo,thus careleflc ſhould be loſt. 
My ſelfe a ſtranger in reſpedt of thee, 
So loued his life, as ſhll I wiſhcheir deathes ; 
Nor ſhall his deach be vnreueng'd by me, 
Although I beare it out for faſhions lake, 
For heere [ ſweare in ſight of heauen and earth, 
Should{t chou negleR the louc thou ſhouldtt reraine, 
An1giueit ouer and deuiſe no more, 
My lelte ſhould ſend their hatetull loul-s to hell, 
Tha wrought his do:ynetal! with extreamett death» 
Hero, But may it be that Bel-imperia, 
{at VI .43 V owes 
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Vorwes ſuch reuenge as ſhe hath daind to ſays 
Why then | ſeechat heaucn applies our drift, 
And allthe ſaints do fit ſoliciting, 
For vengeance on thoſe curſed murtherers. 
Madame tis true,and now | tin:le it ſo, 
I found aletter written in your name, 
And in that letter, how Horat:s diced, 
Pardon, O pardon Bel-impers., 
My feare and carein not belecuing it, 
Nor thinke, I thoughtles thinke ypon a meane,, 
Tolethis death be ynreuengde ar full, 
Andheere 1 vow, ſo you but giue conſent, 
And will conceale my rclolution: 
] will erc long determine of cheir deathes, 
T hat cauſelefſe thus hauc murdred my fonnes 
B:l. Hieronimo, 1 will conſent, conceale, 
And ought that may effc& for thine auaile, 
Ioyne with thee to reucnge Horatios cCeath.. 
Hiero. On then, whatlocuer I dcuile, 
Let me intreate your grace my prices? 
For.why,the plots alrcadic inmine head, 
Heere they are. 
Enter Balthazar and Lorenz. 
Bal How now Hieronimo;what,courting Bel-imperia? 
Hz#r0. I my Lord,fuch courting, as I promile you 
She hath my hart; but you my Lord haue hers. (helpe 
Lor. |Zut no'v Hi:ron:mo or neuer we are to entrear your 
Hz. My help, why my good Lords afſore your ſ:lues of me, 
For you haue giuen me cauſe, I by my faith hae you, 

Bal, It pleaſd you at the entertainm&® ofthe Embaſladous 
To grace the King fo much as with a ſhe, | 
Now were your (ludie ſo well furniſhed, 

As for the pasſing of the fir{t nightes ſport, 
To entertaine my Father with the likes 
Orany ſuch like pleaſing motion, 


Aflure your ſclteit would contentthem yell. 
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Hero, Is this all? 

Bal. |,this is all, 

Hzero. Why then lle fit you, ſay no mores 
When1 was young I gaue my minde, 

And plide my ſelterofrutcleſle Poctrier 

Which though ir profice the profeſſor naughe, 

Yetis it pasſing pleaſing to the world, 

Lor. And how tor that? 

Hzero, Martie my good Lord thus, 

And yer methinke you are too quicke with ys. 

When in T oleds there I {tudied, 

It was my chaunce to writea I ragedie: 

| See heere my Lordes. He ſhewes them a booky, 

Which long forgot, I found this other day, 7 

Now would your Lordſhips fauour me to much, 

As but to grace me with your ating itz 

I meane ech one of you to plaic a part, 

Aſlureyou ir will prooue molt pasfing ſlrange, 

And wondrous plauſible to that afſemblie. - 
Bal. What, would you haue vsplay a T ragedie? 
Hrero, Why Nero thought it no diſparagement, 

And Kings and Emperours haue tane delight, 

To make experience of their wits in Plaies. 

Lor. Nay be not angrie good Hicronime, 
The Priace bur asked a queſtion. 

Bal. In faith Hzcronimo,and you be in carneſt, 
Ile make one. 

Lor. AndlI another, 
Hero. Now my good Lord,could youintreat 
Y our hilter Bel-imperiaro make one, 

For whats a plaie without a woman in it? 

Bel. Little intreatic ſhall ſecue me Hieronimo, 
| Forl mult needeg be imploiedin your play. 

Hiere. Why this is well, I tell you Lorgings, 
It was determined to haue been ated, 
By Gentlemen and (chollers roo, = 


- + > woe 0 —_— _— - 
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Such as coul:{ cell whar to ſpeake. wit 
Bal. And now it (hall be fail Dy Princes and Courticrs 


ſuch as can tell how to ipe«ke: 


Ifas it is our countric mancr, 
You will bur let vs kaoiw the argument. 

Hiero, That {hall I xouhdly; the Cnronicles of Spainey 
Record: this written of a knight of Rhoues, 
He was b:troched and weddel atche lenghe, 
Toone P:/eas an Iralian dame, 
Whole beautie rauiſhed all thather beheld, 
Flveciallieche ſoule of So'rman, 
Waio at the marriage wasthe chiefeſt guſt: 
By ſundrie meancs fought Solimar wo winney 
Prrſedas loue, and could not gainz the lamet 
Then gan he breake his palsions to atriend, 
One ot his Baſhawes whom he hel\ fuil deere, 
Her had this Biſhaw long ſolicited, 
And taw ſhe was not otherwiſe to be wonne, 
But by her husbands death, this knight of Rhodes, 
Whom preſently by trecherie he ſlew, 
She itirde with an exceeding hate therfore, 
As cauſe of this, {flew Soiuman, 
Andco efcape the Baſhawes tirannie, 
Did Rab her (elte,and this the T ragedie, 

Lor. | O excclent. 

Bel. Bur ſaie Hieronima what then became of him 
T hat wasthe Baſhaw? FOE 

Hierio, Mariie thus, moued with remorſe of his miſdeede8 
Ran'to a mountain top and hung hinmſelfe. 
Bat. But wich of vsis to pertorme that part, 
Hiero, ©, that will I my Lordes,make no doubt of ity 
Ile play the murderer I warrant you, 
For l alreadic have conceited that. 
Bat. And what ſhall 1? 
Fiero, Great S.hmanthe Tuikilh Fmperour, 
| Tor. Andl. ; 4 Ro 
—Y Hins 
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Hzero. Eraſto the Knight of Rhodes, 
Bel. And]. 
Hrero. Perſeda, chaſte and reſolute. 
And heeremy Lordesare ſeuerall abltraftsdrayne, 
For each of you co note your partes, 
AndaRtir as occalion's offred you, 
You mult prouide a Turkiſh cappe, 
A blacke mulſtacio and a fauchion. | 
Giues 4 paper to Bak 
You with a croll: like a Knight of Rhodes. 18S 
Giunes another to Lor, 
And Madame, you mult attire your ſelte. 
Like Phebe,Flora,or the huntreſle, 
Which to your diſcretion ſhall ſeeme beſt. 
And as for me my Lordes, Ile looke to one, 
And with che ranſome that the Yice-roy lent, 
So furniſh and performe this Tragedie, 
As all the worlde ſhall ſay Hirronmo 
Was liberall in gracing of ito. | | 
Bai. Hierontmo, me thinkes a Comedie were better. 
Hiero.A Comeldie,fie, Comedies are fir for common wits, | 
Buc to preſent a King!y troupe withall, Þ 
Giueme aſtarcly wriczen Tragedie, 
T razed cother nato, fitting Kinges, 
Containing matter, and not common thingess 
My Lords,all this muſt be performed, 
As fitting for the firſt nightsreuelling, 
The Iralian Tragedians were ſo ſharpe of wit> 
Thatin one houres meditation, 
They would performe any thing in ation. 
Lor, And well it may,for I haue ſeene thelike, 
In Paris, mongſt che French Tra gedians. 
fitero. In Paris, mas and well remembred, 
Thers one thing more thatreſts for vs tdoo. Ls 
Bd. Whats that —— rot any thingt 
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Hiero. Fach one of vs mult a&his part, 
In ynknowne languages, 
That it may breed the more varietie, 
As youmy Lordin Latin, IinGreeke, 
Youin Italian, and for becauſe I know, 
T hat Bel-imperia hath praQtiſed the French, 
In comtly French ſhall all her phraſes be, 
Bel, You meaneto trye my cunning then Here, 
Bal. Butthis will be a meerc confuſion, | 
And hardly (hall wee all. be vnderlloode. 
Hero, Itmuſt be fo,for the concluſton. 
Shall proue the inuention, and all was goods 
Aud 1 my{\ſelte in an Oration, 
That1 will haue thcre behind a curtaine, 
And with ſtrange and wondrous ſherv beſides? 
Aſlure your ſeclie ſhail makgthe matter knowne, 
And all ſhalbe concludedin one Scene, 
For theres no plealure tane in tediouſnes, 
Bal. How like you this? 
Lor, Why thus my Lord we muſt refolue, 
To loothe his humors v 
. Bal. Onthen Hieronimo,farewell till ſoone- 
Hiero, Youleplie this geerc, "708 
Lor. 1 warrant you, EF xeunt all but Hiro, 
Fliero.| 1 Why ſo,now ſhall I ſee the fall of Babilon, 
wr us by the heauens in this confuſton, 
Anditthe world likenot this tragedie, 
Hard is the hap of olde Hieronimo. Exit. 
Enter Iſabella With a weapons. 
Tell me no more, O monſtrous homicides. | 
Since neither pietic nor pittic moues, 
The King to wſtice or compalsiont 
I will ceuenge my ſelfe ypon this place, 
Where thus they murdered my beloued Sonne, 
| She cuts downe the Arbour, 


Downe with theſe branches and theſe loathſome boywes, 
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Of this vnfortunate and fatall Pine. 
Downe with them [abella,rent them vp, 


And burne the roots from whence the reſt is ſprung, 


Iwill not leaue a root,a {talke, a tree, 
A bough, abranch, a bloſlome, nor aleafe, 
No, not an hearbe within this garden plot. 
Accurſed complot of my milſcrie, 
Fruitleſlſe tor cuer may this garden be, 
Barren the carth, & bliſlc{le whoſoeuer 
Imagines not to keepe it ynimanuced: 
An Eaſterne winde commixt with noiſome aires, 
Shall blaſt the plants and the yong ſaplings. 
The earch with Serpents ſhalbe peſtered, 
And paſlengers for feare to be infeR, 
Shall ſtand aloofe,and looking at it,tell: 
T here murdred,didethe ſonne of 1/abell. 
J, heere he di'd, and heere I him imbrace, 
See where his Ghoaſt ſollicites with his wounds, 
Reuenge on her that ſhould reuenge his death, 
Hierontmo make haſt to ſee thy ſonne, 
For ſorrow and diſpaire hath cited me, 
T oheare Horatio plead with Radamant, 
Make haft, Hicronzme to holde excuſde, 
Thy necligence in purſute of their deathes, 
W hoſe hatefull wrath berey'd him of his breaths 
Ah na, thou dolt delay their deathes, - 
Forgiues the murderers of thy noble ſonne, 
And none but | beſtirre me to no end, 
And as I curſlethis tree from further fruitey / 
So ſhall my wombe be curſed for his ſake, 
And with this weapon will I wound the breſt, 
The haples breſt that gaue Horatio ſucke. 

Enter Hieronimo, he kyockes vp the curtaine. 


Erter the Duke of Caſtile, 


Ca/; How now Hierenimo,wieres your fellower, 


K 3 


She ftabes 
ber ſelfes. 


That 
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That youtake all this painc? 
Huro, O (ir,ic is for the authors credite, 
Tolookethat all chinges may go well: 
But good my Lord let mc increat your grace, 
To giue the King the coppie of the Play; 
T his isthe argument of what we ſhew. 
Caf. I will Huronimo. 
Hero.) One thing more my good Lord. 
Caf. Whats that? 
Hero. Let me intreat your grace, 
T hat when the traine are paſt intothe gallerie, 
You would vouchlafe to throw me downe the key. 
Caf. 1 will Hlieronime. Exu Cafe 
Hzero, What are you readie Balthazar? 
\ Bring a chaire anda cuſhion for the King, 
Enter Balthazar mith a chazre, 
Well done Balthazar, hang vp the title, 
Ourſcene is Rhodes, what is your beard on? 
Bal, Halfe on, the other is in my hand, 
Flicro. Diſpatch for ſhawe,are you ſo long? /, 
Exu Balthazas \ 
Betiinke thy ſelfe Fironimo, 
Recall thy wits,recompt thy former wrongs 
Thou haſt received by murder of thy ſonne. 
And lattly,not leaſt,how 1/abel,, 
Once hi» mother,and thy deareſt wife: 
All woe begone, for him hath ſJaine herlſelfe, 
Behoues theethen Hironimo to be reueng'ds 
 Theplot is laide of dire reuenge, 
On then H.eronmo, purſue reucnget 


Fornothing wants but acting of reuenge. 
Exit Hicronimos, 


Enter Syamiſh King Vice-roy,the Duke of Caſtile, 
and their trame. 


King. Now Vice-roy,ſhall we ſeethe Tragedie, 


Of 


The Spaniſh Trazedie. 
Of Sohman the Turkiſh Emperour: | 
Performde of pleaſure by your ſonne the Prince, 
My Nephew Don Lorenzo,and my Neece, 

Vice. Who, Bel-imperia? 

King. I, and Hieronimo our Marſhall, 
At whoſe requelt they deine rodoo't themſelues, 
Thelc be our paſtimes in the Court of Spaine, 
Heere brother, you ſhalbe che Booke-keeper. 
T his is the atgumeac of that they ſhew, 
He gintth him a Booke. 


, Gentlemen,this Play of Hieronimo in ſundi: Laruze, 
Was though good to be ſet doWwne m Engliſh more 
largety,for the eaſier underſtanding to 

enery publque Reaaer. 


Enter Balchazar,Bel-imperia,and Hicronimo, 
Balthazar. 

Aſhaw, that Rhodes is ours, yeelde heauensthe honour, 
And holy e Hahomet our facred Prophet; 
And be thou grac't with eueric excellence, 

T hat Soliman can giue, or thou Cefirc. 

But thy deſert in conquering Rhodes is leſle, 

Then inreſeruing this faire Chriſtian Nimph 
Perſeda, blisfull lampe of excellence: 
Whoſe cies compell like powerfull Adamant, 
'The warlike hart of Soliman to wait. 188 

King. See Vice-ro,chat is Balthazar your Sonne, 
T hat repreſentesthe Empcrour Solimans = 
How well he ates his amorous pasſion. 
| Vice. I, Bel-imperia hath taught him that. 

(ſtile. Thats becauſe his minde runnes all on Bekimperig, 
Hiro. What cuer ioy ear yeclds betide your Maieltic. 
Bale. Earth yeelds no joy withouc Per/e4ces loue, 

Fiero. Letthen Pereda on your grace attence. | 
Sa. She ſhallnot waite on me, buc Lou her, 
| K3z © Drawne 
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Drawne by the influence of her lightes, I yeeld:: - 


Bur let my friend the Rhodian knight come torth. + 
Eraſto,dearer then my life ro me, 8 
T hat he may ſee Perſeda my beloved. 
Enter Eraſto. 
King, Heere comes Lorenzo, looke vpon the plot, 
And tell me brother what part plaics he? 
_ Bel. Ah my Eraſto,welcome to Perſeda. 
Eraſto.\ Thrice happic is Eraſto,that thou liveſt, 
Rholes lofle is nothing to Eraſtoes ioy: 
Sith his Perſedi lives, his life ſurvives. | 
Balt. Ah Baſham,hecre is loue betweene Eraſto, 
And faire Perſeda ſoucraigne of my ſoule. 
Hiero, Remooue Erafto mightic Solyman, 
And then Perſeda will be quickly wonne. 
Balr. Eraſto is my triend, and while he l1ues, 
Per/eda never will remoone her loue. 
Hiero,) Let not Eraſte live to greeue great Soliman. 
Batt. Dearc 1s Eraſto inour princely eye. 
Hero. But ifhe be your riuall,let him die. 
Bale, Why let him dic,ſo loue commandeth'me, 
Yet greeue | that Eraſts ſhould ſo die. 
Fhero, Eraſto, Solyman (aluteth thee, 
Andletsthce witby meghis highnefle willt 
Which js, thou ſhouid(t be thus imploid. Stab his. 
Bel. Ay mc Eraſto,lee Slyman Erafto&: ſlaine, 
Balt. Yet liyeth So/zmanto comfort thee, 
Faire Qneene of beautie, let not fauour die, 
But with a gratious eyc beholde his griefe, - 
T hat with Perſedaes beautie is encrealt? 
If by Perſedes griefe be not releaſt. 
Bel. 'T yrant, deſiſt ſoliciting yaine ſuites, 
Relentles are imine eares to thy lamentes, 
As thy butcheris pittileſſe and baſe, 
Which ſcazd on my Erafto, harmeleſſe knight, 
Yet by thy power thouthinkeſt ro commaund, 


And 
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And to thy power Perſedadoth obey? 


Bue were ſhe able, thus ſhe would reuenge: 
Thy treacheris on thee ignoble Princes 


Hiero. But Bel-imperia plaics Perſeda well. 
Vice, Were this in carnelt Bel-imperia, 
You would be better to my ſonnethen ſo, 
King. But now what followes for Hitronimef 
Hiicro. Martie this followes for Hieronime, 
Heere breake we off our tundrie langua ge5g 
And thus conclude 1 in our yulgar tong, 
Happely you think, but bootles are your thoughtsz 
T har this is fabulouſly counterfeit. 
And that we do as all Tragedians doo, 
To die to day, for(faſhioning our ſcene) 
The death of Fax, or ſome Romaine peere, 
Andin a minute ſtarting yp againe, 
Reuiue to pleaſe to morcowes audicnce. 
No Princes, know lam Hzercnwmo, 
Thc hopclelle father of a paplefle ſonne, 
Whoſe tung isrun'd totel his lateſt tale, 
Not tv excuſe groſlc ercours in the play, 
I ſee your looks vrge inſtance of thele words. 
Behold che reaſon vrging me to this, 


Shwes his dead ſonne, 


See here my ſhew, looke on this ſpetaclez 

Heere lay my hope,and heere-my hope hath end: 
Heere lay my beart,and heere my heart was {laines 
Heere lay my trealure,heere my treaſure loſt: 
Heere lay my bliſſe,and heere my blifle berefts 

But hope, heart, treaſure, ioy, and bliſle3 

All fled, faild, died,yea all decaide with this, 


From forth theſe woundes come breath that gaue melife, . 
They murdred me that made thele fatall markes: 


The cauſe was loue;whence greyie thismortal hate, 


| Sth him * 
And on her ſelfe ſhe would be thus reueng?d Stab her ſelfe 
King, Wellſaide old Marſhall,this was braucly done, 


| ws 


PE 
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The hate Lorenzo, and yong Balthazar: 


Theloue, my lonne to Bel-wmperia — 
Bur night the coucrer of accurſcd crimes, 
With pitchic ſilence huſht the traitors harmes, 

And lent them leaue,for they had ſorted leaſure, 

| Totake aduantage in my garden plot, 

Vpon my ſonne,my deare Horatio: 

There mercileſſe they butcherd vp my boy, 

In blacke darke night, to pale dm cruell death, 

He ſhrikes, | heard,and yer methinkes I heare, 

His d:tmall out-crie eccho in the aire: 

With ſoonelt ſpeede 1 haſtedto the noyſe, 

Where hanging on a tree, | found my Sonne, | 
Through girt with woundes,and ſlaughtered as you ſee, 
And greeued I(thinke you)at this ſpeAacle? 

Speake Portaguiſe, whole loſſe reſemble mine, 

It thou can(t weepe ypon thy Balthazar, 
Tis like I waild tor my Horatio. 

And you my L, whoſe reconciled ſonne, 
Martcht in a nec, and thought himſclfe vnſgene, 
And ratcd me for brainſicke lunacie. 

Which God amende that made Hteronmo, 
How can you brooke our plaics cataltrophe? 
And heere beholfe this bloudic hanc-kercher, 
Which at Horatios death T weeping dipr, 
Within the river of his bleeding woundes: 

Ic as propitious, fee I have reſerued, 
And neuer hath ir [cft my bloudic hart, 
Sohcitingremembrance of my yow, 
With chele,Othele accurſed murderers, 
Which now performd, my hart is ſati:fied. 
And to this ende the Baſhaw | became, 

T hat might reuenge me on Lorenz life: 
Whothereforc was appointedto the part, 
And was'to repreſent the Knight ot Rhodes, 
That Lovght kill him more conveniently. 
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So Vic-rcy was this Balhararthy fonne, © - 
That S-lyman which Bel-tmperia, - _ Eo 

In perſon of Perfeda murdered; - 

Sallie appointedto that tragicke part, 

That ſhe might lay him that offended her, 
Poore Bel-imperia mill her patt in this, 

For though the ſtorie ſaith ſhe ſhould haue dicd, 
Yer | of kindneſle, and ofcareto her, | 
Di! otherwiſe derermiric of her ende. 
But loue ofhim whom they did hate too much, | 
Did vrge her reſolution to be fuch. * - * 
And Princes now beho!lde Hirronimo, 
Author and aQar in thistregedie; 
Bearing his lateſt fortune in his filt: 

And will as reſolute conclude his part, 

As any of the ators gone before. 

And Gentles,thus lende my Play. 

Vrge no more wordes, I haue no moreto ſay, 


He runes to hang himſelfe.. 
King. O hearken Vice-roy,holde roars "7 
Brother, my Nephew,and thy ſonne are ſlaine. 
UVice. We are betraide,my Balthazar is ſlaine., 
Breake ope the doores,ruane, ſauce Hieronimo. 
Hierunimo, doe but enforme the king oftheſe euentes, 
Vpon wine honour thou ſhalt haue no harme. 
Hiero, Vice-roy,l will not truſt thee with my life, | 
Which I this day haue offered to my ſonne; (to die? 
Accurſed wretch, why ſtaieft thou him that was reſolued 
| King. Speake traitor,damned,bloudie murderer ſpeake, 
For now I haue thee, I will make thee ſpeake, |. 
Why haſt thou done this vndeſeruing deede? 
Jie. Why haſt thou murdered my Balthazar? 
Caf: Why haſt thou butchered both my children thus? 
Hiero, O good wordes,as deare to me was myHoratio, 
As yours,or Yours or your: my L.to you. 


My guilles ſonne was by Lorenzs ſlaine, 14 
| [, And 
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And by L290 and that Balthazar, 
Am Lat lalt reuenged thorowly. | 
Vpon whoſe foules may heauens be yet auenged, 
With greatcr farre then theſe afflitions. 
Caf. Bur who were thy confedcrates in this? 
"Vice. T hat was thy daughter Bel-mmperia. 
For by her hand my Bakhazar was ſlaine, 
I ſaw herſtab him, 
Kine. Why pan thou not? £7 
Hicro, hat leſſer liberty our kings offoord 
Thea harmeleſſe filence*then affoord it mez 
 Sufficeth I may not,nor I will nor tell thee. 
King, Fetch forth the tortures. | | 
T raitor as thou arr, Ile make thee tell. (Sonne, 
Hiero, Indeedthou maicſt corment me as his wretched 
Hath dcne in murdering my Horatio, 
But never ſhaJc chou force me co reveale, 
Te thing which I haue vorwd inuiolate, 
And theretore in diſpight of all thy threates, 
Pleaſde withtheir deathes,and eafde with their reuenget 
Fir{t cake my tung,and afterwardes my heart. 
K-19, O monſtrous refolution ofa wretch, 
Sce Vice-roy he hath bitren forth his tongue, 
Rather then co reucale what we requirde, 
Caf. Yetcan hewrite. 
Keng. And ifin this he ſatisfie vs not, 
We will deuiſe the*xtreamelt kinde of death, 
Thatcucr was invented for a wretch. | 
T hen he makes ſipnes for a knife to mend his pen, 
Caf. O he would haue aknite ro mend his pen. 
Vice, Heere,and aduiſe thee that thou write the troth, 
Looke to my brother, ſaue Hieronimo. 1 
He with a knife ſtabs the Duke and bimſel/es 
King. What age hath euerheard ſuch monſtrous deeds? 
My brother and the whole fucceending hope, | 


T haz Spaine expeRted after my dulcale. 


as? 
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Go beare his body hence that we may mourne, 
| The lofle of our beloued brothers death, 

That he may be entomb'd what cre befall, 

] am the next,the neereſl liſt of all, 

Vice, And thou Den Pedro,do the like for ys, 

Take ypour hapies Sonne yntimely ſlainez 

Set me with ium,and he with wofull me, 

Vpon the maine malt of a ſhip vumand, 

And letthe windeand ride hafe me along, 

To Silas barking and vntamed greefet 

Ortothe lothlome poole of Acheror, * 

To weepe my want for my {weete Balthazar, 

Spaine hath no refuge for a Portingale. | 


- 


' Thetrumpets ſound a dead march,the king of Spaine mouare 
ning aftcr his brothers body, and the king of Portingals 
bearme the body of his Sonne. 

Eenter Ghoſt and Renenge. 


Ghoſt 


], now my hopes haue ende in their effeQes, 
When bloud and ſorrow finiſh my deſires, 
Horatio murdered in his fathers bower, 

Vilde Serberme x Tedringano ſ[ainet 


Falſe Pearmpgano hangd by quaint deuice, 

Faire [/abella by her ſelfe miſdone. 

Prince Balthaz.xr by Bel-imperia ſtabd, 

The Duke of Cafe and his wicked Sonne, 

Both done to death by olde Hieronimo. 

My Bel-imperia falne as Dido tell, 

And good Hicronmoſlaine by himſelfe: * 

] hel were ſpeQacles to pleaſe my ſoule. 

No:v will I begge at louely Proſerpme, 

T hatby the vercue ot her princely doome, 

I may confort my friendes in plealing fort, 

And on my foes worke iuſt and ſharpe revenge, 

Ile leade my fricnd Horatio throughthoie ficides, 
_ L232 Where 
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Where neuer dying warres are Aill inurde. 
Ile leade faire / to that traine, 
Where pittie weepes, but neuer feelerh paine. ' 
Ile lead my Bel:imperato thole iojes, 
Thar veſtal virgins,and faire Qgeenes poſlcſle, 
Ile lead Hieronmo whereOrphens plaies, 
Adding ſweete pleaſure tocternal Jaies./ 
Bur ſaic Rexenge, for thou mult helpe or none, - 
Agiinlt che ce; how ſhal my hate be ſhowne? 
. Renenoe, 

This hand that haſe them downe to deepeſt hel. 
Where noughe bur 6a and cortures dwell. 


Then ſweet Reuenee ra this at my requeſt, 

Lel me be iudge and doome themco varelt. 

Let looſe poore T trans from the yultures gripe, 

And let Don Cprianſupplie his rome, 

Place Don Lorenzo on 1xions wheele, 

And let the louers endles paines ſurceaſet 

Juno forgets olde wrath and grauntes him eaſe, 
Hang Balthazar about Chmeras necke 

Andlethim/there bewaile his bloudie loue. 

Repining at our iojes that are aboue. 

Let Serberine go roule the fatall ſtone, 

And take om Sicipus his endles mone. 

Falſe Pedringano for his trecherie, 

Let him be dragde through boiling Acheron, 

And there live dieing lil in endles flames, 

Diapers Godsand all their holic names. 

Renenge, 
» Then haſte we downe to meet thy ſriendesand foes, * 
4+ ace thy friendesin caſe,the reſt in woes. | 
eere, though death hath end their milerie, 


I there begin their endles tragedie Execute 
Wa FINIS, 


